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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


THE LORD 
Py Lozd, 


SNWEE Hough the Preſentation of 2 
Sean Play is the uſual Return of 
| Ht Poets for Favorrs from Per- 
Se ſons of Quality; and Cuitom has 

#14 SY as good as rendred it Current 
Payment, fince their Patrons expefF no other 
from them: Tet bad I the common Vanity of 
our T ribe,to believe ſuch aT ribute ſatisfaftory, 
I ſhould want the Confidence to think it ſo bere. 
'1 is true, ſuch a trifle as a Play were it Excellent 
in its Kind, like the Crow that was preſented 
Cxlar, might be acceptable. But this Poem 
wants that PerfeFlion to make it ſo, For, to de- 
viate from the general Style of my Brethren, 
without imputing its ill [uCceſs to Malice, I ac- - 
knowledge it F aulty. However, ibough it be 
ſo, I venture toperſecute your Lordſhip wit b it: 
For, indeed Impudence in Poets gs a F railty that 
A 2 most 


| The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
at of us Cannot R*o{*F, Tet my Lord, @s I 
know T ou are ſenſible, that thoſe Sins are moſt 
Pardonable, Where the T emptations are mos1 
Powerful ; my Preſumption 1n this Dedication 
has ſame Excuſe. For whilit I devote #t bere,the 
experienced Goodneſs I have already met with 
in Torr Noble F amily, animates my Boldneſs ; 
for I have finn'd T here before, and bave been 
F orgiven. Nor are my bopes of Pardon my only 
Encouragement ; when I lay it at Tour Feet, 1 
conſider 1 give Your Lordſhip an Occaſ#on of 
praftifing that Patience which Tonr growing 
Greatneſs promiſes will be often exerciſed dy the 
Applications of Poetry. 1 be Pens of Poets 
will be continually employed im ſo fary a ſubjef, 
asT bat Virtue &- Greatneſs equally Tnſtrions, 
of which Tour L ordſhips Birth and Merit has 
has ſolarge a Proſpef : Bt fince the Glory of 
Your Renown'd Ancestry is ſo well known alrea- 
dy, that it needs no Oratour ; my Deſign, in this 
Addreſs, isnot of publiſhing Your Honour, but 
my Pride, in being | 
Your Lordfhips 


Moſt humble, moſt vbliged, and 
moſt obedicnr Servant 


4 E. Settle, 
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PROLOGUE. 


Hen your Fore- Fathers did our Fudees fit, 
ww And Spight and Malice, were not counted Wit 3 


Mens Appetites lay quite a different Way , 
They came t'a Play» Houſe then, to like a Play : 
They came t0 meet Diverſion from the Stage : 

But, "tis not that, that brings you here this Age, 
Since Cuſtom 'mongſt the Gallants of the Pt, 

Has made Confed racy the Bade of Wit , 

That Mode of Liking Plays is as much out, 

As 'tis to go t6 Church to be Devout, 

Fancy, and Wit, can no more pleaſe you here, 
Than Faith, and Reaſon, can Convert you There. 
Incorrigible, you reſolve, you'l be , 

And Prayers have no more Pow'r than Poetry. 

And faith, to make Compariſons in both Caſes, 
Much the [ame Buſine(s brings you to both Places : 
'Tis not the Plays invite you, nor the Poet ; 

Good Company, and Aſſignations do it, 

And ſo you come top to 4 Pulpit Treat, 

To like the Gueſts, more then the F are you mee;. 
And Gad, I think, the Cauſe is much at one, 

Why you the Poet, as the Prieſts run down. 

Ina Smart Prologue, or Satyrick Play, 

He tells you of your Sins, as well as They. 

But ſince you're Deſperate, aud you defy us 

To make you Kind, and them to make you Pious : 
For, your Loſt State, which will be beſt, topray 
Inth' Huffing Authors, or Mild Parſons way ; 
And cry with this, have Mercy on you Heav'n, 
Grant you more Grace, and be your Sins forgiv'n : 
Or elſe with th'other, in an angry ſtile z 

Death cannot Wit, nor Senſe deſerve a Smile ? 
If no good uſageg,coſt, nor pains can make ye 

Le(s (pightfnl, and more kind, the Devil take ye. 
Epilogue 


by 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Lee- 


Ell, a Remantick, and 4 Slaught'ring Laſs , 
With th HefFours of the Pit, will never paſs. > 
I ſaid as much ;, but the Inſipid Aſs 
Would needs Write on, and told me that his Muſe 

Had Hiſtory and Truth for ber Excuſe. 

Nay, if hed have it ſo, what's that to me ? 

T told bim, 1 loved Fighting more than he, 

And would refuſe no Honourable Terms : 

And (0 

From Siripling Cupid, grew 4 Man of Arms, 

And though theſe Martial Dreſſes are not common, 

Well Arm'd, you'l find it hard to. Foile a Woman. 

Think not our Couraze, for our Sex leſs bold 

Nor us ſo Brittle, but our Strength can hold, 

For Fighting Gallants, when you led the Dance, ) 

Some of our Sex went after Tos to France : 

And Female Bully into Breeches 20, 


Some ſay, The Laſt Sea-Fight flood Cannon $hgt, 


Why may nos Women have as Generous Ends 


In Conquering Enemies, as Obliging Friends ? 
So Fair a Theme I could with Eaſe purſue : 
But, ſo much for Ours ,, now for the Poet's due : 
Our Author, as the Humble Fop; ſlill ſay, 
Bees Tou'd be Favourable to His Play : 
But I ſay 8 : Do not your Cenſares ſpare. 
Be ill- Natur'd, doy and Damne it, ----- if you dave, 
Come hither, — [To Mr, Smith 
Does ut that Whiſpering Wry-faced Gang, that's rot in 
Ton Corner, look as if they were a Plotting 
Againſt the Play ? ; 
Ar, Smith Tes, what they ? 
HMriLee. Do they (o ? 


Death 


TT 
Eptlogue, 

Death, Ile be with 4 J [Offers to Draw 
Mr. Smith, Hold, hold. [Stays ber 
Mys. Lee. Let me go : 

Is't not enough that they run Potts down, 

And damne Tow and your Plays for their Half Crown ? 

But they muſt flare, look big, and Heftqur Us | 

Are all our Kindneſſes requited thus | 

Did not the Boys Att Women's Parts Laſt Age f- 

Till We in pitty tothe Barren Stage 

Came to Reform your Eyes that went aſtray, 

And taught you Paſſion the true Engliſh Way. 

Have not the Women of the Stage dane this * 

Nay, took all Shapes, and uſed moſt means to Pleaſe, 

How many 0n's, you naughty Men, you know, 

Have uſed you but too well ? nay and ſome few, | 

( But not too much of that) been Conſtant too. 

And if ts damne 1s now is our Reward, 

T ſay no more z, bunt - Faith 'tls very hard. 
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Actors Names. 


Lartars, 
T beinmingw, King of T artary. MrGillow 
Zungtens, his Son, Mr Harrs 
Palexus,Zungteus his Confident. Mr Norris 
Chineles, 
King of China, Mr Medbourn 
Quitazo, a Prince Mr Smith 
Lycungns, a Prinecho China, Mr Sandford 
Legogun a Prince | 


A Villain of Lyciuingus's Party. 


Women, 
Orunda,only Child of 2 
the King of China. ; Mrs. Batterton 
Alcinds, an Innocent Lady, en- 
gaged by Contraft to Quiero, MnaCover 
Amavangs, a Queen of a 
Province in China, in heb Mary Lee 
Diſguiſe of a Souldier 
Vangzona, her Confident, 
in the ſame Habit. ; Mrs. Spencer 
Maskers, Meſſengers, Lords, - Ladics, 
Guards, and other Attendants. 
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THE 


CONQUEST 
CHINA, 


By the TARTARS. 


| ACT the Firſt, SCENE the F TY: 
A Camp. 


Theinmingus , Zungtens , ' Palexis , and 
Tartars attending. 
Zune. 
Ow is the time, th'Indul Pi Suns kind Ray, 
N Does only on the Southern World look gay : 
And a, on our Climes with half an Eye, 
Ar ane | diſtance paſles by, 
Whoſe powerful Pear, and God-like influence gon, 
The Rebel Earth takes forces of its own : 
And has it ſelf from his weak power ſecur'd, 
With Mounts of Snow, and Rocks of Ice immur'd. 
Yet thoſe ſtrong Bars have not your Arms with-ſtood 
The Gods that Ls your Climate, warm'd your Blood, 
Dd Pais 


2 The Conqueſt of Ohina by the Tartars; 
Pal. O're China's Icy Lake, your flying Train 

Of ſwift Tartarian Horle have forc'd their way 

And leading a Ficld-Army o're the Main, 

T:iumphant ma:chr on a Catnpagne of Sea, 
Zang. Oar Armes the News of our ſucceſs out-fly : 


We pive _ umeto pare, 29d dye.. . 
Our nogturſh ak wit ſo quick a doom ,* 
They feePheir Fate, before they (ee itcome, 
And wheie the Winter does our paſlage ſtay, 
We burn down Citys till we melt our way, 
Thein. But thoſe few Millions weve yet vanquiſht, are 
A bare dumb ſhew of a poor Pageant war, 
Our HoaPuc now for gfeacer Aﬀion wr 
To 2imour.V+n2<c4ace againſt Peqgains Wills, 
Imperial Heads in Blood, and Thronestm Duſt, 
Are th'only Veng*ance that can make Me juſt, 
The falls of K-ngs,, ate Martyr\d City's flames : 
Revenge is Childreas ſport at leffer games, 
Whoſe ſoaring wings at Crowns, & Conqueſt flye, 
Act litile, till they it ike at Majeſty, 
To Rizh: my Murder'd Fathers death, 1 muſt 
With Royal Blood, appeaſe a Royal Ghoſt. 
After a ſound of Trumpets, enter aMeſlenger, who deli- 
vers a Meſſage to Theinmingus, / 
Ali]. Sir, an Ambaſladour from the Chipa's King deſires 
Admittance, 
Thein, Go, Conduct him in —— Exit Mefl, 
Now for tome Briveto court me to lay down 
My Arms, a kiad Petition for a Crown : 
N» Terms of Peace, nor Golden Mountains ſhall 
The Vengeance of my Sacred Rage recall, 
My Fathers groaning Spirit hangs in ayre, 
Deny'd admiſſion to the bleſt abode, 
1! Blood and Ruine his loud wrongs Repair, 
And my Reveng® has ſhap'd him for a God, 
F uier, 1n;roduc'd by Trumpets, Amavanga, Vangona, 
and Attendants. 
Am, WWrno: enongh, ye Gods, our Bleeding Land Afi 
(2:042s at the wonnds from an Invaders hand * - ; cis 
© 


Is 
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Is't not enough to an Inſulting Foe, 
His Thunder kil!s before mea hear the blow, 
But muſt his Pride, with his Succeſs, take wing, 
And caſt the name of Coward ona King: 
An lInfamy ſo loud, as would awake | 
A Womans Rage: for thy —_—_— Honours ſake, | 
Pardon, great King, if I aſſume the Name | 
of thy Ambaſlador, to Right thy Fame: | 
Before his Blaſphemy be ſpread too wide, | 
I will give check to the proud Tartars Pride, 3 

Am. in Hear my great Maſters pleaſure from my breath; 


4 Aſide. 


tinues to $ He juſtifies your Conquer'd Fathers death. 
Theinm. ) He and the day together ſaw him bleed: 
Hedw it, and he triumph't inthe deed, bay 
Nor did, nor could the Night his Conqueſt end : 
(Still going on ) 
In blood, he ſaw the Alarm'd Sun deſcend, 
The Sun ſet red, and from the purple gore, (more. 
Bluſh'c thac he had hed ſo much He, that he had ſhed no 
And when the gloomy Eye of Heaven grew dim, 
And drew black Curtains 'twixt his fame agd him, 
Scorning to be by Heaven it ſelf oppos'd 
With new-made Rays he drooping Nature Rous'd, 
Still with gay Light did his bright Cannons play, 
And with freſh 7 ny kept in the fiighted day, 
This did my King, and guided by the W.ll 
And Pow'rto att on; this he dares do ſtill, 
Zung. Heav'n, this is all my wiſhes could implore: 
Make our Foes Valiant, and I ask no more, 
A Cowards blood but ſtains a Sword, Then Fate 
Is kind, when Glory does on Triumph waic, 
'Am. Nor are his thoughts leſs mighty than his Arn 
That Rage he breaths, his inſpir'd Empire watm's, 
His Subj-&s, at the name of Arms, a-round 
Him preſs, and greedy catch the pleaſing ſound. 
Revenge, they cry, our lives nor fortunes ſpare: 
Together tuned, they ſpeak, andthe loud Conſart's, War:, 
Him they their King, his Soul their God they make : 
Byt if that God can his bright Throne forſake, 
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So may he periſh, and his Empire ſink, 

When he ſromGlory. but one thotght can ſhrink. 
Thein, My wiſhes joya with his, may he be Grear, 

And have a Soul inſpir'd with all chac hear, 

And Gallantry, which you ſo loud proclaim : 

All his own fears can with, or pride can frame, 

That I may mect, What here I have not ſound, 

My Arms, as with Succeſs, with Honour Crown'd, 

That whea he by the hand of Juſtice dyes, 

I may find work for Conquelt, not Surprize, 

Zunztens, inſtantly for an Aſſaule 

P:epare : this talking looks too like a haule, 

Revenge, whilſt *cis diſputed, is delay'd. 

Diſputes ſhould be by Prieſts, not Monarchs made, * 

Exit Attendants. 

Yang. Me-thoughts while you diſcours't, I did deſcry 

A ſea:ching wonder in the Princes Eye, 

Take heed, dear Madam, leſt Zungtews may, FTo Amav, 

Through your diſguiſe , his Mrs, Face betray, 
Amav, No: Amavangain this borrow'd (hape,, 

Will th'Eye of a deluded World eſcape : 

All danger of diſcovery Idehe, 

lle look, and ſpeak, and a& a part ſo high, 

Shall cheat-an Empire. 
Palex. Th'expetting World on your performance waits, 
Zung. For Honour then: lead on, to Pequins Gates, 
Amaz. Hold Royal Sir, oblige me with your ſtay : 

Envying at what Fame to your Sword doe's pay, 

I've a Requeſt to make. 

Sir, when. your Forces give their firſt Alarms, 

I'humbly beg We two may meet in Arms. 

For ſince the narrow World no room can ſpare, 

To let two Foes, ſo haughty, breath one Aire s 

To gratifie my Price, I beg ro ty, 

If '*t!s my Honour by your hand ts dye. 

Zung.*0 kind aChampion letmyArmsembrace: \ Zmbrares 
Brave Youth, thy Courage pleads with ſuch aGrace, } him, 
Ha! The:e&s Enchantment there, and ſomething ſtole. 
Through that ſoft Circle, has ſurp:iz'd my Soul, 
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[ cannot fear, and yet me-thinks I quake: 
Dar'd by that breath, my trembling Sp'rits ſhake. 
Great God's:/what ſuddenChill has {eiz'd my blood; 
Somthing—no matter what , be't 1il, or good, 
I bluth for'r, and 'tis gone, Kind Challenger , 
Te meet you in the Field, 
Amav, Ile meet you there, 
And Sir, to merit what this grace impatts, 
Ile practice deaths upon your Subjects hearts. 
Deep in the Tartars blood Vie dye my Sword 3 
To mak't a Weapon fit rattacque their Lord, 
Zung. But Ggnerous Enemy, ) 
Something I feel ſo Sacred ac thy ſight, 
That-makes me wiſh I might avoyd this Fight. 
Burt if we muſt, for mine and thine own lake, | 
Be Death far diſtant from the Wounds I make : 
All hoſtile Rage muſt at thatScene lye by ; | 
I'de Conquer with a bloodleſs Viftory. [| Embraces him again. . | 
The Magick works afreſh----- Enchanter hence — 
I feel ſuch changes in my ſtartled ſenſe, » 
As tell me I havetalk'd too long. What ſtrange 
Miraculous influence has made this change - > 
If ſupernatural pow's this tertour draws, | 
And he's 
Some Tutelar Saine that aid's the Chinas Cauſe; | 
For leſs can't make me ſhake, If in that form 4 Aſide 
Some Div:ne pow'r has humane likeneſs worne z 
If he has ought of Charm, or aide of Gods, | 
To guard him, when we meer, he has the Odds. 
To match my Arm with his, He muſt lend mine 
Divinity, or mult his own reſigne. - 
Vang. Sonigh approach , and ſo long conference, 
Has half recover'd his enlightned ſenſe. 
Retire whilſt you are (aſe, [To Amavy, 
Am, I'm gone: How il! 
Great Prince amTthy Challenger , I will 
In Arms, and if I can, in Glory ſhine, 
Tle aim my Vengeance 'gainſt all hearts bat Thine, 
Vane. For what then Gig you Challenge-him 7 
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Am, To try his Courage, and his Gallantry, 
The only- merit that can Conquer Me, 
And I've my wiſh: A General, and yield 
T'expoſe his Royal Perſon in the Ficld, 
Singly againſt a private unknown hand ! 
Such Ga!lantry 1 can't enough admire. 
My King and Country's Cauſe,my Sword require 3 
But by a former, and more pow'rful cye, 
My Sou! adores my Countrys Enemy. 
I Love Zungtews, and with lecrer joy, 
Admire that hand which China does deſtroy. 
Excunt Amav, Vang. 
Manent 8n/y Zungteus and Palexus. 
Zung., Whea Peace the prop of {luggiſh Kings ſecui'd 
The Chinan Empire from the Tartars Sword : 
And Heaven did by that Charm this Crown ſupport , 
I went a Guelt to the Taymingiay Coutt, | 
And in the Ch5nan Empire (pent thoſe years, 
Where Child wears gut, and growing Man appears. 
When I felt ſomthing in my heart take ſeat, 
Which wrote in my enlivned blood, Be Great. 
There I firſt thought the heir t'an Empire bound, 
T'haye his hand active ere his head were Crown'd, 
And Chanquincungus, his Rebellion firſt 
Taught me in blood to ſatisfie that thirlt, 
Thus Tartary does the leſs Title claim, 
That but to me gave Birth, bur Chinato my Fame. 
Now by a Turn of State, their Foes I head, 
My Vallour now to their deſtruction led, 
Does prey upon that Empire where 'twas bred, 
Palex. Revenge and Jultice for their Ruine ſpeaks 
No Tyes ſo {trong but Injuries can break. 
Zung. But Oh, me-thinks, an inward Voyce I hear 
Forbare bold man, thou haſt a Princeſs thete ! 
My Amatvangacoesa Crown enjoy 
Within that Empire, wh.ch my Armes deſtroy, 
Gods! Was your World ſo Barren, that it cou'd 
Aﬀo:d my Armes no better ſcene of blood , 
Bur where wy fury muſt my Saint deth:one 7 h 
alex, Your Vengeance aims at the Imperial C:omwn : 
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And though her Province in thi5 Empire lye , 
War points out what ſhall Live, as well as Dye. 
Zung. How vainly you miltake; you kaow her pow'r 
Is borrow'd from the Chinan Empe: our ; 
The Patron and Protector of her Scar, 
Since then my fury docs his Ruine threar, 
Her Intereſt 1s to hs (ale: y Wedd : 
The limbs of Empire (utter in the Head. 
A'*Sacted horrout does my ſenſe 2wake, 
And bids me be leſs bloody for h-r ſake, 
Kind Meſl<oger of Heaven, thou art obey'd : 
Tl: inftantly co my great Father plead 
Thyiajuſtice of his Arms, till his Rage ceaſe, 
And he return in a Triumphant Peace, 
Pal. Conſider Sir, before this Pauſe is made, 
Your Anceſtors here baſely were betray'd, 
And Ruine in all forms is bur too ſmall 
To purge tiinfeRted aire where Monarchs fall, 
Zung. Had China Crimes 
More loud than Heay'n durit hear, or Hell durſt own * 
Her Pretence would a Kingdoms fins Atone, 
Palex. What though her pretence does this Empire bleſs, 
She by your Arms will greater grow, not leſs. 
The more your ViRories in China ſpread, 
You win but Crowns to plant them on Her head, 
Zung. But how if the ſhould this occaſion chooſe, 
And her own perſon to the War expoſe, 
Remember when the Sceae of Civil War, 
Was in her Fathers Kingdom layd, how far 
Her Courage led her in a Maſc'line ſhape 
She from her Father's Court made an Eicape. 
Amonglt the thickeſt dangers ſtill ſhe flew z 
And Honours reap'd where they were great, and nc, 
Her own diſguiſe couid not her Glory's ſhroud : 
F:ghting, ſhe ſpoke in Thunder from her Cloud. 
And when the Conquering Chanquincunges too 
On her dead Brothers Neck, his yet warm blood 
She at one ſtroke Reveng'd, and at on? blow, 


% 


A Rebel, and his Army, 6id overthrow, 
By her, his life, the Vancuith't Conq'rour loſt, . 


AVicim to her B:ochers new-made Ghoſt, Paley, 
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Palex, All this I know, 
Zung. And think you there are Charms 
Ia Conq'ring Rebels, more than beating Arms 
'Gainſt an Invading Enemy, whoſe Sword, 
Her Countrys Bowels has ſo deeply goar'd. 
50 great a Ces, and a Cauſe fo great, 
I'm coo certain will infuſe that hear, | 
As mult be quench't with Blood, and what e're veile 
Her diſguis'd Sex, and beauty does conceal, 
She'le be i'ch'Battel 5 nay ſhe 15, ſhe muſt be there, 
Who knows then but wild Chance in heat of War, 
May make my hand my Mrs. Murderer. 
Rather than ſo, Vie take this Nobler way, 
Fle (trait my Fathers Orders diſobey : 
Renounce my Conqueſt, and remove the War, 
Aad for her ſake, a ſinking Empire ſpare. 
Palex, Shall one raſh a& ſhame all your paſt Renown, 
Znng. What are the ſpoyls of VVar, Fame, or a Crown, 
Compar'd with her fair Eyes 7 I'le fight no more : : 
Our Swords ill ſtrike at what our Hearts adore. 
The famous Gyants that with Fove made War, 
Had ne're ſtorm'd Heaven, had they paid bomage there, 
Palex, In theſe Reſolves, your Father you betray , 
And in that aft, from Natures bonds you ſtray. 
Zung. A ſtronger force weak Natures pow'r controles : 
Nature makes tyes of Blood, but Love of Soule, 
. Palex, Inthis unmanly, and ſo mean deſign, 
From Duty and from Honour you decline. 
And ſhe for V:rtue, has a Zeal ſo great, 
You'r loſt, ſhould you but think of a Retreat: 
It out of Honours paths one ſtep you move, 
She'le hate you, and abhor your worthleſs Love. 
If o're her heart you would Victorious grow, 
You muſt fight on her Bleeding Countrys Foe. 
Zurg. Ifthen through Blood I muſt my Mrs, wia, 
F-te and Neceſſity take off the Sin. 
Like Providence I can a nothing il], 
Tnfallible, cauſe "tis my Princeſs will. 
If naught can ch:rm her breaſt but F ghe and Wars, 
Te trar Their heats our to ſecure me He!s, 
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And that her Love no reſt nor pauſe may take, 

With Drums and Trumpets ſounds Vie keep't awake. 

Nor ſhall my ſtains of Blood my worth impair z 

A Comet is as glorious as a Star. Exennt. 


End of the Firſt Att, 


—_—__— 


The Second ACT. 


The Scene open'd, diſcovers the Royal Pallace of Pequin the 
King of China, and Orunda, ſeated with Attendants of 
Women and Eunschs. 


King. "Þ He Mighty will from whence all pow'r does grow, 
: # That plav'd the Sun above, and me below 8 

That gave me all thatI cou'd wiſh beſide, 

Has co my Royal Blood a Son deny'd, 

But you, fair Daughter, mult ſupply that want 

The tardy Fates diſpute before they grant. 

This day you muſt my Succeſſour declare, 

Chooſe me a Son, and China's Crown an heir, 

Orand. Oh how extravagant is greatneſs grown ! 

All other Beauties are by Courtſhip won. 

Bur the Imperial Daughters are oblig'd 

To yield their hearts before they are beſieg'd. 

We muſt Coure firſt 5 for fince that Mortal dyes, 
"That dares but offer homage to our Eyes; 

Cuſtom has render'd that great, and ſublime, 
Which were in all but us, our Sexes crime. 

King. You by the Chinan Laws have underſtood, 
Thar <a the ewelve next Princes of che blood, 
Our Royal Daughter muſt two men prefer, 

The molt deſerving of a Crown and her. 

One of which two, your Father muſt deſign, 
The happy Man ſhall ſhare your Love and miae, 
In Pomp condu@ the Rival Princes in, 

And let this Royal Scene of Love begin, 


C Enter 
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Enter twelve Princes in Maſquerade, mask'd, Quitazo and 
Licungus being of them, a Maskal Dance is performed , 
_ ended, the Princes unmask, and the King and Princes 
riſe. 

King. From this great Train, now Daughter, let your Eyes 

Mark out that worth, which beſt deſerves to riſe , 

And make ſuch choiceas may become her part, 

Who founds an Empire where (he gives a heart. 

Here Orunda having view'd around, ſtands, ſtands with hey 
Eye fixt on Quitazo. 
Orund. So ſudden, and fo fare! Do I want ſence, 

Or have too much £ My Eyes my greatneſs wrong : 

They ought to viſit, bat not dwell ſo long. 

That Look, that Form—— Hold heart one minures ſtay, 

No, 'cis too great a Rebel to obey. - 

Like Veſſels Stranded on a ſhallow Coaſt, 

I'm fixt, and cannot move *till I am Joſt, 

Yet from my heart this favour I receive, 

It gives me warning e're it takes its leave. 

And on my Fetters I my glory build: 

For now I ſhall be Conquer'd ere I yeeld. 

King. Daughter, your kindeſt thoughts : 
orund. Since in on? Sphear 
Love ought to fix, my wandring thoughts reſt here, 
pointing is Quitazo. 

For fince my Birth Co2s no mean choice allow, 

Theti's ſomething ſeems Imperial in his brow, 

King. Sure Daughter = your favours do miſplace : 

For in the Characters of his gloomy Face, 

Wrapt in an angry and diſdainful frown, 

| read a Sullenneſs that ſcorns a Crown : 

And certainly that Honour you delign'd, 

Deſe:v'd a brow more calm, and look more kiad, 

Were I aſſur'd he did the grace deſpiſe, 

H's Head, not Heart, ſhould be your Sacrifice. 

But chooſe again, and your miftake retrieve , 

Whil? It! Gefoir ofhis Head forgive : 

That his ſeverer puniſhment may 

To live, and feel the loſs of You, and Me, 


Orund - 


RL 


- 
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Orund. What fatal fary does your paſſion raiſe, 
To judge that his offence, which is his praiſe. 

His Gallantry is in that Look expreſt, | 
They take gifts coldeſt, who deſerve them beſt. 

A Modeſty in his dark brow [ find , 

The nobleſt mark of an Illuſtrious mind. 

He ſeems to tell me in his looks caſt down, 

That my king hand muſt raiſe him to a Crown. 

Thea blame not that which ſhews him great and gocd : 

His merits are the brighter for the Cloud 

His datken'd Viſage wears, 

King, But name the Second man, and then I'le bind 

That the Ecernal Providence has fign'd : 
Your deſtiny from my high pleaſure ſprings g 
The will of Heav'n ſpeaks in the breath of Kings. 
Orund. The cruel rigour of our Laws Revoke : 
Orwnda only can Quitazs chooſe : 
And for his ſake mult all man-kind refuſe. 
King. A Father, and a King, you ill miſtruſt: 
I co your Love can be both kind and juſt, 
Orund, Sir, I obey you, fince your Laws deſign) 
I muſt name two, may the kind Gods incline aſide, 
My Fathers fancy to conſpire with mine. 
Sir, fer his Second I Lycungas chooſe, 
The only man would with ſcorn refuſe. 
Him as @w#tazo's foyle I ſer, his dark, 7 
Harſh, and ill-featur'd look, ſeems more the mark 
Of Policy, —then Love. If wich my Eyes 
My Father ſees, he muſt that face deſpiſe. ; Aſide, 
And for my Armes my nobler choice ordains 
A ſweetneſs fit to Love, and Majeſty to Reign. 
_—- Your Sentence Royal Sir. | 

King. They ſeem to Worth fo equally alli'd, 
My fancy mult ſurvey e're it decide. 

Orund, How can your wandring fancy ſtray fo far, 
That your weak Eyes their merit can compare. 
Look on that brow, what formes of horror dwell , 
Where hate and rage like meeting Tempeſts ſwell. 
But ſee what charms his ſofter | impart, 
Worthy to rule your Empire, and my Heorr, 

| C 2 
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What winning goodneſs does that frame adorn 
With all its gayeſt dreſs of greatneſs worne, 
King. Daughter, you'r born too near a Crown to Err: 
2ui1az9 then I to your Grace prefer : 
And if He yet wants what your praiſes ſpeak, 
He'le ſoon be all you wiſh him for your ſake : C 
That merit which you do not find, you'l make. v - 

After a Sound of Trumpets from a diſtance, Enter a Meſſen- 
ger, who delivers a Memorial in a Scroule of Parchment to 
the King ; whilſt be reads, one of the attending Princes 

eaks, 

= The Emperour is diſtarb'd, his alter'd look, 

Does ſeem to ſay his mighty mind is ſhook. 
Whence ſhould proceed this fear ? 
Lycung.. Sir, you miſtake: 
He is a Monarch, and his mind can't ſhake, 
Fears the Conyulſion of Ignoble Souls, 
Whoſe aw'd pow'r ſome Superior force controles, 
But he that's abſolute, and depends on none, 
Is above Terrour 3 and that Right alone 
Belongs to Kings, The life of Majeſty, 
But one unalterable Scene ſhould be, 
Unmov'd by ſtorms, a wa'k of State untrod 
By all but Kings, and baundleſs as a God. 
Tt ſhould not ſtop, nar any change admitt . 
Inconſtzncy and &bbs are only fr 
For thoſe, whoſe Luſter's ſmall, or not their own : 
The Moon admits of wains, bur not the Sun. 
King. Read there new Subje&ts of a Monarchs care ; 
| muſt Engage in a defenſive War, 
The Bloo!y Tartars have Incurſions made, 
And their dead Kings Revenge roo ſally paid. 
0rnxd, How Sit: are you betray'd, or have they paſt 
That mighty Bar which your ercat Fathers caſt * 
That Wall whoſe length does in a ſtately Pride 
Your Ching fron; their Tartary divide *7 

King. No, with a pow'r of Horſe by Winters zide, 

tle o're the Ice our Country.does Invade, 
And herce Zungtezs Heads this Barb'rous Train, 
Whoſe fery, has ſo many, thouſagds flain 3 
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My Subje&s by his Conq'ring power o'recome, '' - | 
Meet both their Murder, and their Martyrdom. - 
My Men he Maſſacres, my Towns he Burns, 
And into Funeral Piles whole Cities curns. 
Bur thanks to that brave Youth of unknown name, 
The kind Defender of his Soveraigns fame 3 
Who in defiance of the Tartars pow'r, 
Went to the King as my Embaſladour : 
That War he has Proc!aim'd, I will purſue 3 
And paint my Glory by the lines he { wy 
orund. Your Father did by War gain his Renown, 
Succeed him in his Courage, as his Crown. 
King, Yes Daughter, 
Though Kings in Death, the unkind Gods think good, 
Should levell'd be with common fleſh and blood: 
Though they debas'd us to Mortality, 
They gave us hearts which tamely (corn to dye, 
2 vitazo, and Lycungas, though you may. 
No equal ſhare in Loves Dominion (way. 
Though ro my Blood bur one can be Alli'd , 
Between you both I will my pow'r divide. - 
Our Military condu& I commend þ 
To your high Truſt, Our deareſt Son and Friend , 
He in the Camp (hall Raign, and you at home: 
All my State-Mandats through your hands ſhall come, 
My Royal Signet's yours, to guard my Crown, 
To him I grant the Sword, to you-the Gown. 
Open our Treaſur's , and with golden Charms, 
(Gold's the Religion and the Saint of Arms) 
Raiſe all the Force that Intereſt can ſway : 
All who that pow'rful Leader will obey, 
Who in diſtreſs an Empire would uphold, 
Muſt build his hopes next to his Gods, on Gold : 
Our Treaſut's and ſucceſs conſiſtent are , 
Kings may ſpeak Vengeance, but their Gold makes War, 
Here the King emters in diſpute with Orunda 4zd Quitazo 
in dumb ſhew. 
Lycung.A Gown's not that my ſoaring wiſhes want :7: | 
The Gwend had been the more obliging grant, 54 = 
he 
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The Sword in prudent hands has pow'rto raiſe, ” 
More fruit from Vidtory than wreaths of Bays, 
Wiſe Conquerors this Charity ſtill own, | 
When Crowns and Diadems are weighty grown, |} 
Eaſe their Kings brows, and plant them on their own. 7 «ſide 
Bur my dull Office does that pow'r deny, 
A lazy Gown-man rarely mounts ſo high, 
'Tis true, in Wars, that Treaſon in a Gown | 
May (ell a —_ but not wear a Crown, 4 
King. Daughter, perhaps it may appear unkind, 

To part two Lovers wtare (o lately joyn'd : 
But as my Son, *cis Honour calls hima forth, 
I muſt recard his bliſs, Yadvance his worth. 

Exeunt omnes, but Orunda and Quitato. 


 unaz, Oh unkind King, you ac a cruel part, 

4 Thus to engage my hand agaialt my heart, 
How (hall I meer her kindneſs, with what face £ 
To Counterfeit a Love, is poor and baſe - 
In that a Princeſs I betray, and one, 
Who with her Love preſents me with a Crown. 
And ifIin the path of Honour tread, 
And owning my averſion, loſe my Head ; 
Though to meet Death, be nothing to the brave; 
Yet when Ichink what's buried in a Gave : 
To loſe Alcinda , checks that bravery. 
Such a Damnation makes me fear to dye. 
Lovers like Sinners do reſign their dreath : 
The loſs of Heav'n is the greateſt fear in death, 
Dire& me Gods. 

Orund,——So, we're alone, and now ,_ 
Fhat (ullen Cloud that hung upon his brow, 
No coubt my preſence will with caſe exhale, 
I'm ſuie if Love can do'c, it ſhall not fail. 
Who knows but all that ſullenne(s might be 
His (corn of Rivals, and bis Pride of me. 
Tis little tranſports that. a Voyce aſſume: 
The Extaſie is higheſt when 'tis dumb. 
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2uitaz0, I muſt approach her: with what eager eye 
She darts theſe ſmiles by which my peace muſt dye. 


Her dangerous kindneſs how can I eſcape ? Af. 
Was ever Rune in ſo fair a ſhape ! 
Let your poor Slave thus low his homage pay, [Knees 


You and the Gods (hould be ador'd one way. 
The bleſſings you both thow'r, one current take , 
Pow:'d on Man-kind, who no return can make, 
Orwnd, How ! no return ! 
Quit, Yes, Prayers and Offerings, 
Deſertleſs Mortal this poor Tribute brings, 
Up to his Gods his Eyes and Vows may liſt, 
But what's the breath ador's them but their gif : 
W hat pretious Gums with which we Altars Crown 
But Fruits produc'd by their own Rain and Sun ! 
orund. Strain not your Rhetorick toa point roo high ; 
To accept your Vows, Ile lay my God-head by, 
Though there are noReturns made to a God, 
Let this bluſh ſay, there are to fleſh and blood, 
Riſe, riſe my Lord ; ceaſe theſe il|-tim'd amours: 
My Fate, my King and Love have made Me your's, 
Kneeling's a poſture fawning Courtſhip gives 
To proud and ſcornfal Miſtreſſes, not Wives, 
uit, That word has death in't, [ Aſide, 
But whom you raiſe to Honours ſo ſublime, 
Should by degrees to that high glory climb. 
Conſider firſt what Bliſs that Grace deſign'd: 
And baniſh next from his aſpiring mind 
His own poor diſtant ſtate, and humble Birth, 
They who reach Heav'n, ſhake off the thoughts of Earth. 
T hen his enlightned brow, and raviſht ſence 
Prepare, to entertain ſuch Excellence: 
So make all gay without, all rich within, 
To take the Royal Gueſt, the mighty Conquerour in. 
orund.This Gallantry does but new flames inſpire, 
Oh Love !the Charm winds — higher & higher, T api . 
W hy all this diſtance 2 why this State to me 2 BY; 
W hat need of Parly's after ViQory ? 
United hearts ſhould no diſtinRions know : 
Love finds all equa), or elſe leav's 'em ſo, 
Theo 
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Then Sir, this generous Gallantry give o're : 
Talk of high Blood, Deſcenes, ut Births, no more, 
Our Births are things of many years agoe : 
Here is our buſineſs now, 
5 Quit, —— What ſhallI do? 
| Her fatal kindneſs ſtill encreaſes more : ; Aſide. 
Alas my Ruine was too ſure before, 
But Madam, whilſt your Influence I ſurvey, 
And think how Nations muſt your pow'r Obey : 
Can you imagine, I, of all Man- kind, 
The moſt oblig'd, raisd by your ſmiles, deſign'd 
To ſhare your Throne, ſhould think no homage due 
To your great Name, when the world pays it you? 
Orund.Still of my Birth, ler this that thought remove? gives bim 


I ſhall Rule Empires, but Ile yield co Love. r hand. 
Bait, What Devil but my ſelf would be unmovy'd-.. 
[ By ſo much Charm thus Honour'd, znd thus Lov'd, $ Aſide 
To ſee a Courting Majeſty deny'd. 


Madam, my Soul T can no longer hide. 
To Heaven Religiouſly this Vow I made: 
Thar when it was my fate to Love, tinvade 
\ My Miſtreſs heart, and lay a glorious Siege, 
I'de a&t ſome Deed exttavagantly great, 
Both to deſerve and ro confirm that Seat. 
Since then the Tartar War has ſhew'd the way : 
Ler me my debr to Heaven and Beauty pay. 
Firſt (ſhine in Wars, and when your Vaſlal treads 
Upon your Foes the Conquer'd Tartars Heads, 
He to the World his paſſion may proclaim, 
W hen he has done Deeds worthy a Lovers Name. 
Orund*Being un my Debt, you'l Bankiupt ſeem & poor, 
T'engage with Honour ee you pay Loves ſcoie, 
uit. Madam, I've ſworn, and my King b.ds me goe, 
And Majeſty's as Sacted as my Vow. 
He calls me hence; beſides, I ſhould not dare 
Aſpire to Mirtles, till I Lawrels wear. 
Orund, Hold Generous Sir, that fond putſuitgive oe: 
To a&t your Vow, already you've done more 
Than Conquer'd Armys3 for you've Conquer'd me. 
And ſurethere is ſome diſtance, or ſhopld be 


'Twixt 


w ——— —— 
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*T wixt ſending of poor Soldiers to their Graves, 
Hirelings bred ap for Death, and botn for Slaves : 
And the ſubduing of a Princeſs heart, 
If killing is ſuch an Heroick part, 
And ſo much worth from giving Deaths accrue, 
Then Plagues and Famines have more worth than you, 
2Quit, Madam I muſt be gone, A ſtay folong, 
Does both your Greatneſs and your Beauty wronz. 
Unworthily I have approacht too nigh, 
An excellence ſo ſacred and fo high: 
A greater diſtance fits my humble ſtare ; 
Th'unworthy ſhould in outward Temples wait, 
Whilſt th'inner ſteps which co high Altais lead, 
None but the Holy and inſpir'd ſhould tread : 
W hilſt meaner worths more awfully forbear, 
In Reverence to th'Almighty preſence there, Ex. 
Orund, Ifthis be Love, 'tis brave: muſt Yiory 
And Glory be the ſteps taſcend to me, 
In ſuch a Lover, Oh how blefſt—— bur hold; 
A ſudden check makes my faint Blood run cold, 
T'his Miſtreſs Armes a V:iQor he returns, 
Suppoſe he for ſome other Miſtreſs burns. 
Oh Jealouſfie , my thoughts take hideous formes 
I fear thoſe Clouds he wore will end in ſtormes. 
If al! this Gallantry ſhould prove but Arr, 
Oh, the ſad Ruines of a wounded heart ! 
But why ſhould I ſuſpeR, 'tis all miſtake : 
But to ſhun dangers Ile this refuge take, 
Mine and my Fathers pow'r ſhall keep him here, 
Till Law and Sacred Rites remove my fear. 
Then when I've made him, and his Soul, my own, © 
Have made him Lord of Me, my Love, and Crown, 
T'le fear no Rivals, but ſecurely truſt 
My Eyes and Charms to keep him kind and juſt. 
Devotion is by unbelief deltroy'd : 
None a:e Apoſtates who have Heav'a enjoy'd, 
Enter Lycungus. 
YetTie remove all donbt: LZycungms ſtay, 
You have Convers't with Fame 5 what does it ſoy, , 
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Lic. Whar it ſays of things, 
'Tw:x: men and Gods, what it ſhould ſay of Kings. 
Grund. But what do you think of him 7 
I JC. AsI ought $ 
All of him that can come in reach of thought. 
But the vaſt Bliſs which your high fayours give, 
None but the rich Poſſcſſor can conceive. 
0r4und. Hold, you miſtake the thing which I demand : 
My pow'r and its effe&s I underſtand, 
Ic is his native Vircues I enquire s 
Nor my own Creatures, thoſe which I inſvire, 
I have a truſt, which co your private care 
I would commit; ſearch out his Character, 
Obſerve his ARions, and his Looks ſurvey 
And for myThanks, 1 will my Friendſhip pay. 
Lyc. So paid, my Loyalty you need not fear, 
At ha'f that price you'd buy my life too dear, 
orund, This Curioſity's a Venial part, 
Where I beſtow an Empire, and a Heatr. 
Lyc. Madam, Tle bring him drawn to'ch' life , I'le uſe 
All a:ts and means, that may h.s Soul diſcloſe, 
And the large Mirrour (hall be clear and true g 
Ile be his Painter and Hiſtorian too, Exit Orunda, 
Why all this ſearch 2 Its depth I cannot ſound : 
Howe're,l like the Structure, though the ground 
I underſtand not. The Employmeat's brave : 
And Princeſs, I am thy Obecient Slave. 
My Services (hail ſuch Reward deſerve, 
That Vle take care my labour ſhall not ſtarve, 
Allegiance can do much, but laterelt more : 
States-men ſerve Princes, not as Slaves dig o're 
In Mines, tentich their Maſters, and themſelves be Poor : 
In toyle and (weat, like them, we ſpend our hours: 
But ſearch the Mine to make the Treaſure ours. Exit, 
The Scene changer, Enter Quitazo. 
uit, What haunting fury did my Life purſae * 
That meto this accurs't EleCtion drew |! 
Forc'd by that Law this Court has long obey'd ; 
When any of the Imperial Daughters Wedd, 
The China» Cultom does her choice deſign, 
Out cf the twelve next Princes of the Line: And 
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And he whoſe Birth within that limit lyes, 
Muſt break all paſt, though ne're (o ſacred tyes 1 | 
Or that Imperial grace refus'd, he dyes. 
Laws, Virtues, Fetters, a ſtri& Tye, which ſt!!! 
Makes thoſe good only, who want pow'r for ill 
Actions which Honour prompts, and Love fulfils, 
Are humane deeds by paſſions fram'd, and wills. 
But they are Bruits whom only Love controles: 
For there our ſenſes a& without our Souls, 
She's here, now muſt I ſpeak that which I know 
When it takes breath, will give a mortal blow. 
Bur to take off ſome horrour of the wound, 
I w.1l prepare her for the killing ſound, 
Enter Alcinda, 
Alc. Return'd from Court z kind Heaven,his preſence hee 
Removes my dangers, and diſpels my fear. 
My deareſt Lord, here take me in your Arms. [| They embrace. 
Enter Lycungus. | 
Lycung. So cloſe a conference, & ſuch melting eyes, } ., 
Pray Heav'n Igueſs but right. Ts 
uit. Ha, a Surprize ! what brings him here © 
Alc. What unkind man is this, 
Thus to intrude and interrupt my bliſs ! 

Dear Sir, TI will retire cill he is gone : 
My eager joys admit no pag on, F xit, 
Lyc. Well, well my Lord, you feel the growth of State : 

All Eyes look ſmiling on your riſing Fare. 
The Caufe that brought that Lady, brings me too. 
No doubt all Sexes are your Suppliants now. 


Ovuit. What does he mean, [ aſide. 
Ns _— Ha's She obtain'd a grant * 
Nuit. Of what ! —— Oh Torture ! " aſide. 


Lyc. — m—_—_— I know you wanr 
No pow'r t'oblige, and by the view I took, 
I read Petitions in her very Look, 

Aſſiſt me Wir, © 264, 
Quit, -— Death ! how he Nartles me. [ ajtdes 
Lyc. If her requeſt, ſome Crown, ſome Kingdom be, 

Do not deny her, think how large a pow'r 

Is ſeated in a Chinan Emperor, 
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So many Coronets wait on your Crown, 
That petty Kingdoms ate an eafie Boop, 
You from the Princeſs (miles more greatneſs have engroſt, 
Then any thing beneath a God can boaſt, 
$ 2nit.He has eaſed my ſtaggeringSoul of half its fear: | 
'Tis flattery, not malice, brings him here : 
He (aw her laſt kind Looks, but thanks to his 
Falſe light, he read Petitions only in her eyes, , aſide. 
And 'tis a happy Errour , but to make 
All ſafe, I wall comply with the miſtake. 
You guelt that Suppliant Ladys bulinels right : 
Her Father fell in the late Rebels Fight. 
Gieat were her Countzys ſufferings,great were her own; 
| And to repair what Fire and Sword has done , 
She humbly from my bounty does implore 
My Intereſt, her greatneſs to reſtore, 
7 Lyc. As I could wiſh [ aſide: 
\ I knew her Father wel} : 
Twas by a poyſon'c Arrow that he fel], 
And to purſue the Story, did not that X 
Aflicted Lady, forc'd by her hard Fate, 
\ A Captive on the Conqueror's Triumphs wait * 
Who by the Eyes of his fair Prey ſubd 1'd, 
Witch Threats of Death his furious Love purſu'd , 
Til! the poor frighted Lady loſt the Field , 
For her Lifes Ranfomdid her Honour yeeld : 
But weakneſs did at laſt decide the ſtrife, 
And 'twas a Sacrifice to ſave a Life, 
£21, Horrour! and Death! was ever (ucha Lye! 
And not one Bluſh at the impiety ! 
She yeeld her Honour ! Goa's, can you hear this ! 
But if your Thunder's not awake, mine is: [ Draws. 
For this loud Blaſphemy thou dyeſt, 
Lyc, Hold Sir, 
' Havel affronted you, or injur'd her 2: 
{f ſhe has loſt her Honour, whete's th'Offence 
To tell you fo? 
' Lit, ——— Oh ſavage Impudence ! 
Thy cefery'd Sentence I too long defer , 


Ang thy one minut's Life wrongs Heav'nand Her, 


Lyc. 
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Lyc, Yet Sir be patient, and your Errour know : 
Pray Sir, is not her Name Zycanza ? 
vt, =——— No. 
Lyc. Oh death ! I am miſtakenia the Face, 
Sir, if my Penitence may obtain a Grace, 
Pardon the Injury I never meant : 
For ought I know I have abus'd a Sainr, 
And by deluſion of my wandring ſenſe, 
Have caſt a ſtain on Virgin Innocence, 
Shame from your ſight does the Offender take, : 
To bluſh in private for th'unkind miſtake. Exii” 
uit. Death on my blaſted hopes, too late I find 
This (eeming Innocent Errour was deſign'd. 
My Love's (uſpe&ed, and this curſed ſpy 
Has work's me to a full diſcovery. 
My fury in her Cauſe all doubt removes 
To right her Honour, I've betray'd our Loves, 
He wrought ſo ſubtly on my tendereſt pat , 
Igrew too fierce for Love, tothink of Art, 
Rage rais'd the Storm, and by blind Paſſon toſt, 
Icould not ſee the Rock till 7 was loſt, 
This News ito th'King and Princeſs Ears, is gone, 
1 dread that Vengeance which 7'le ſtrive tothun, 
But to the Camp 1 muſt with ſpeed repair, 
And indiſguiſe my Love ſhall meer me there. 
Thus Arm'd, Ile both our ſinking Fortunes prop, 
And fem the Impetuous Tide l cannot (top, Exit, 
Re-enter Lycungus, 
Lyc. ThhEmbraces were too cloſe, and I've made bold 
Kind Am'rous Lover to cutoff your hold, 
Thy Miſtreſs is ſecure = ——— 
I cook a filent and the ſafeſt way : 
T'have rous'd the Lyon, were to have loſt the prey. 
All goes as I could with, This Prize ſhall ſtraic 
To'th'Princeſs: Ple incenſe her to that height, 
Her flighred ſmiles ſhall into Vengeance turn: 
What kindneſs cannot warm, diltain (hall bun, 
But if ſhe prove too tardy in her hate: 
If one impreſſion cannor ſeal the Fate., 


I he 


ER 


22 The Conqueſt of China by the Tartars. 


The King ſhall hear the ſtory of thy Pride, 
With ſome enlargement of my own beſide, 
As though A4lcinda be not Born t'a Crown 
He'le uſe his Sword to ſeat her in a Throne. 
& W hat though 'tis falſe, 'cis enough ic bears 
My ſence: States men are Kings Interpreters, 
All that approaches to a Monarchs fear, 2 


Carrys noſence, but what we let it bear, 

And when we riſe, Truths mult be Strangers there, 

His Army muſt be mine, t'acorn my head, 

Thy Love, Life, Pow'r, all at one ſtroak falls dead. | 
Then if my Sword g:ow wanton in my hand, 

I ſhall but over-doe a Kings Command. F xit, 


— GR —— ——Y 


The Third ACT. Scene the Firſt, 


Aſter a ſound of Trumpets , Enter Theinmingus, Zungreus, 
- Palexus, and Tartars with drawn Swords 45 from Battel, 


\ Theinmingus, 
JN this days Action we have Glory bought : 
Now the Chineſes have been kind, and fought. 
Zung. Thatbrave Young Man, the late Ambaſladour, 
Who 1n defiance of your threatning Pow'r, 
Did co your Face the Chinan War proclaim 3 
His Hand makes work for Graves, his Praiſe for Fame, 
Renown in all the Miracles of this 
Great day, is dumb to any Name, but His, 
He and his ſmall Brigade ſo fierce engage , 
They've in one day made Story for an Age, 
Breaking our Ranks, he Fate diſtributes round, 
Wounds on each ſtroak attend, Death on each Wound, 
He Kills with ſuch a gay undaunted Por 3 j 
Fighting ſeems not h:s buſineſs, but his Sport. | 
His Looks and AQtions ſpeak indifferent ſtyles, 
Rage frowns in others Brows, in his it ſmiles. 
That makes him in this more than humane Task, 
Seem both to a& a Slaughter, and a Mask, 
Thein, 
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Thein, Praiſing a Foe 'n furh a ſtile as this, 
You prove your glory in deſcribing his. 
Heroe's from Heroe's tongues, no Fame e're loſt : 
They give praiſe frankeſt who deſerve it moſt. 

Zung. vir, l remember ehis brisk Youth, when he 
His charge to you deliver'd, challeng'd me, 
And 1 by h'Envy of his a&tions brought , 
Through the whole Battel have the ; Ll ſought, 
But I obſerve, and wonder for what cauſe, 
He ſrom that place where-e're I come, with- draws, 
Yet till, ro ſhew, he makes a brave Retreat 3 
When almoſt within reach of Swords we meer, 
Lays Crouds of ſlaughter'd Souldiers at my feer. 
As if he meant 
By his own Trophies thave my Chaſe with-held, 
And bar'd our meeting by the heaps he kill'd, 

Thein. Charge him once more, and your firſt Chaſe renew, 
And try----If above man he be immortal too, 

Zung, Now if Fate fayours me, His Sword T'le try. 
Yet one thing ſtartles me, I know not why 
When e're I meet him, Arm'd with all the fire 
That Envy can a Souldiers breaſt inſpire, 
His looks diſarm me, and my Rage divert : 
I've a defire to vanquith, but not harr, 
Sure ſome Divinity reſtrains my will: 
He's ch'only man V'de Conquer, but not Kill, Fxennt, 

After ſeveral Excurſions, and continued ſounds of Tram- 
pets, Enter Amavanga, Vangona, and Women 
in Mens habit, 

Am. Fate, kind Companions of our glorious Toyls, 
On our great Cauſe and greater Condu& ſmiles. 
In this day's Action we have Honour won: 
And though our Sex wears Clouds, our Fame wears none, 
Fame th'airy Magick of the great, whoſe breath 
Does make our Names like Choſts, walk aftet death, 
W hich to great ſpirits does this Faith convey : 
To live to motrow, is to dye to day, 

Emer Lycungus. 

Lyc. Sir, my great Maſters Will T here proclaim, 

Who wiſhes you Immortal, as your Fame, 
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The King by his Imperial Charge concern'd, 
Ar what he from this Bloody day has learn'd g 
To the proud Tartar has a Herauld ſent 
The Fate of lingring Sieges to prevent. 
U T'accept a Duel, and their great debate, 
End by a ſingle hand 3 to finiſh what 
The tardy Cllimce of War but longer draws : 
War the Tribunal of a Monarchs Cauſe : 
Where Might ſpeaks Reaſon, and where force pleads Law, 
Where often Suits ſo flow t'a period draw 
E're the Cauſe ends, the Pleaders meet their Fates; 
And the Diſpute out-lives the Advocates, 
The Tartar his Propoſals does accept , 
And lince Fame has on you ſuch Honours heap'd: 
Our Gracious King excited by the Charm * 
Of what Succeſs waits on your Conqu'ring Arm. 
On your brave hand confers this high Renown, 
To win a Lawrel where it ſaves a Crown, 
Am, Oh my kind Stars, golet your haft take wings, 


W- -- And bear my Thanks back to the beſt of Kings. 
My Lawrels bloſſom on my Brows---- But ſtay, 
\ With my moſt humble thanks my Pride convey. 


Tell him a greater and more glorious task 
He could not grant, nor my Ambition ask. 

Lyc. Quitazs, his great General implor'd 
This favour from his hand,tCaccept a Sword. 
But his intreaties did ſucceſleſs prove, 
Urg'd by the fondneſs of the Princeſs Love. 
Who would not truſt her dear Quitazs's Fare, 
Tothe bold chance of ſuch a ſtrict debate. 
Which glorious Charge, your Vallours juſter due, 
His Suit rejected, he aſſigns to you. Exit. 

Am, His thronging favours too Exceſhve grow. 
Fate never was a Prodigal till now, 

After $houts heard from 4 diſt ance, Enter a Meſſenger, 

Meſſe. Fortune ſtill Jays new Honour at your Feet: 
You ſhalla Noble Acverſary meet. 
The Tartays in theſe Shouts ſpeak their applauſe, | 
Proud that their Prince Zungters weds thett, Cauſe. 


Link't 


- 
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Link'c to his Fate, or yours, *twixttwo brave hands 
The Ballance of this mighty Empire ſtands. 

Am. Zungttw, Oh the Gods ! what bave I done ! 
The only man whom I in Arms would ſhun, 
O'retake the Herauld in his haſty flight, 

And bid him tell the King I will not Fight. 

Vang. Not Fight 


Am. Not with Zungteme, call him back. 
Pay o— No, ſtay, 
Am, How *? 


Yang,——rLove Commands what Honour can't obey. 
Would you a generous King ſo ill require, 

And check that Fame which takes fo high a flight * 

Am. Oh thou raſh Honour, whoſe too eager Zeal, 
Made me t'a Contra not look't o're ſet Seal 3 
Honour a frantick Luſt in Souls ſublime, 

Of leaping o're what Prudence ſtays to climb ! 
The King I hope by this time underſtands, 

That my fierce Anſwer came from feeble hands, 
And will conclude from my tao brisk reply, 

I talk roo much to fit a part ſo high. 

Vang. Your quick acceptance merits his applauſe 5 
T'have askte your Foe, e're you embrac'd the Cauſe, 
That were c have thoſe where ſafely you might ſtrike: 
Great Valour weighs all Enemies alike, 

You in your ſwift Compliance have expreſt 
Such Gallantry, the King will truſt the reſt, 
His Confidence no further tryal needs: 

He builds his Faith upon your former Deeds, 

Am, lf in my former Deeds I'm ſo much bleftz! 
My Fame and I may now fic down and reſt, 

And ſince I have ſo many Lawrels wore, 
Tell himI'm modeſt, and will win no more, 

Yang. In this Retreat you would your Fame deface; 5 
And ſhew you had begun a glorious Race, C 
But wanted Courage to purſue the Chaſe z 

Am, I'letell him I'm a Woman, and reſign 
Toa maaly hand, which is too great for mine, 

Yang. You ought great deeds the rather ropurſue 5 
As from a Woman they're more rare, and new. 
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Am, Te tell him I'm a Lover, 

Vang. ——»—— That Excuſe} 
A dangerous ſuſpition would produce 
Both of your Courage and Allegiance too. 
To own a Love for Ching's mortal Foe, | 
Would ſound but harſhly co the Emperours Ear. 
As if your private fancy you prefer 
Before your —_— Cauſe: 'Tis a leſs blot 
To be an ill Lover, than bad Patriot. 

Am. Te tell him then I am — 

Vang. —A Coward: 

AM, ——— How 2 

Vang. If your fond thoughts to this rame faintneſs bow, 
Your honour all is at one blaſt expir'd: 
They'l ſay ere half your Race was run, you tyr'd. 
And 'cis far leſs ignoble not to have 
Been ever fam'd, then not continue brave. 

Am. A Coward ! 
Who but appear's a Coward, though abuſed, 
Is ſentenc'd in his being but acculed. 
The Name's almoſt as heinous as the guilte 
That Title ruines all my Honour builr, 
And if my- ſhrinking thoughts too lowly move, 
I'm impudent if I pretend co Love, 
Coward and Lover are of different kind : 
Love's the moſt dating pafſion of the mind, 
Tis a Majeſtick and a Royal Guelt, 
And ſcornes to Lodge in anunhallow'd breaſt, 
Whom Cowardife inſects, Love's fire ne'r felt : 
It is the drofs' of Souls and Cannot melt. 
I'le meet him then, and do my ſelf this Righc. 
Il: thew that I can Love, "cauſe I dare Fight, 
Since | admire a Man (o high in Fame, 
['le keep up Glory ro ſupport my flame.. Exeunts. 


SCENE the Third, 


Enter Lycungys and Orunda., 

orund.: Quitazs falſe ! 
My greatneſs and my Love deſpis'd ! and his. | 
xldious heart the fair Alcinda's prize ! Lt. . 
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Lye. Their ſetled Loves Ambition cannot ſhake ; 
Nor all the aſſaults that Pow'r or Death can make, 
orund. Oh my hird fortune: Born ſo near a Crown, 
And carry no more Thunder in my Frown |! 
Iglſe and dim Lights, boaſt your faine Charms no more, 
And ſeeble greatneſs thy faln State deplore. {hen 4 
ber Eyes. 
Weak Majeſty, and weaker Beauty too! | 
A heatr I cannot ſhake I cannot bow ! 
None but thy Ruine ſhall my Rage appeaſe: 
No ſtorms like thoſe which injur'd Lovers raiſe. 
Poor and Effeminate Revenge ſtand by : 
No common furies can my Gall ſupply : $ Is going. 
Rivals beſt pleaſure, Rivals when they dye. 
Lyc. Stay Injur'd Princeſs, though in-you juft Heav'n 
To the World Copies of it ſelf ha's given: 
Should all adore you, Gods were then too kind, 
And have | 
For you more homage than themſelves deſign'd, 
Beauty like Heav'n fo large a ſway ne'r bears, . 
To make all men Religious worſhippers. 
Let my devotion Expiate his Crimes: 
Let me adore what his diſdain Blaſphemes: 
Orund. How Sir ! Dares your aſpiring fancy rove 
So high, raſſault my Ear, attempt my Love ! 
My kindneſs to 2u#tazs (ſo ſoon cold. 
Were his heart guarded more than Miſers gold, 
Or fighting Monarchs Crowns, his Breaſt more Steed 
Than Lightning e&'r would melt, yet he ſhall feel 
The fierce Actaque my mighty power ſhall make. 
But if Love, Rage, Fate and Death's powr's too weak: 
If after all, I cannot overcome, 
But by her Murder, and his Martyrdome z 
Were his Ingratitude greater than 'tis, 
Yer till I (corn all other Love but his, Ex. 
Lyc. Well, what my lighted paſſion cannot do, 
That end Iby Ambition will purſue. 
In luggiſh Breaſts Love's idle frenzy rules: 
Ambition is the Luſt of all great Souls, 


Ex The 


23 The Conqueſt of China by the Tartars. 
The Scene opens and diſcovers the King of China on a Throne, 
' Orunda by him. 
Orund, Juftice, great Sir, ona wrong'd Daughters (core, 
From a kind Father I this grace Implore, 
That Juſtice as a King you can't deny , 
Which lends Heav'n Thunder, and you Majeſty, 
The falſe @#itazo my jult right denys , 
He does my Love and your Commands deſpiſe : 
And pays his homage to Alcinds's Eyes, 
Lycun. Whatſoever doom your Juſtice ſhall decree. 
She is ſecured, and waits her deſtiny, 
King. 1s Inſolence ſo high, and King ſo low : 
That to my will his Pride diſdains to bow ! 
My Power by a Mortal and a Subje& dar'd 
Kings, and out-live that minute we are fear'd ! 
Crafty @uitazo does my Army lead: 
That ſhelter for a while protets his-Head, 
Bur for his guilt to their quick Graves Vle ſend 
All that but call him Brother, Son, or Friend, 
Tle puniſh his Aﬀront on his whole Race, 
And from Man- kind his hared Name deface. 
Alcind.'s Blood firſt Expiates her fin : 
Her ſtrangled Pride ſhall the firſt Scene begin: 
And to conthi my Rage, I'le pluck our all 
Their Eyes, thatthed a Tear to ſee her fall, [ Whiſpers ts 
one of his Attendants, Exit, 
Orund, This isroo much : So many Bleed £ How high 
Does th'anger of Aﬀronted Monarchs flye 2 
W hole Famljits'deſt-oy'd! his Rage ſo loud ! 
Her Muzder will be loft m ſuch a Croud, 
Lyc, Bata that Croud your hated Rival dyes, 
Orand. Yes, to his Rige, not mine, a Sacrifice, 
-nter Alcinda pusſned by Mutes, who entring knecl: (8 
To the K ing. 
Alc. Of your diſpleafare what can be the cauſe * 
! am t00 young to break Imperial Laws. 
King, Why tardy Slaves this infolent delay : 
Coke her and ſhangie her. 
0:und,—— — <No,great Sir, ſtay. 


- 
-. 


Revenge 
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Revenge and Juſtice in this Cauſe are mine, 
And though my thoughts no mercy do deſign, 
My Anger's yet too cold to ſee her fall. 
To my Remembrance fir{t his (corn Vle call: 
Then found her heart z and when 
I from her Boſom have thoſe Secrets drawn, 
Which yours and my Divinity profane. . 
When my rack'd Eares have heard all chat may (wel! 
My Vengeance to th/higheſt Rage on this fide Hel! : 
Then when my heated Pride to Fury turns, 
Her breath ſhall blow that fire in which ſhe burns, 
They beſt the diRates of Revenge fulfil , 
W ho Seatence in hot Blood, and raging K'1l, 
King. Your CO pleads ſo well, and nod!y too ; 
Thar Juſtice I deſign'd, I leave to you, 
Bur dare not ſee it acted, bur retire, 
Leſt I ſhould envy what 1now admire. Exit. King, 
Orund. Madam, you've Beauty which ſhould hearts engage, 
And claim the ſpoils due to a blooming Age. 
And 'mongſt the Captives,which your Fetcers wear, 
Nuitazo pays his humble homage there. 
Alc. Quitazo Oh what Bliſs dwells in that Name ! 
Luitazo 154 Prince deſerv's more Fame 
Than Conquer'd Crowns, or Conquer'd Hearts can yeeld. 
But if he ne'r ſo large an Empire held, 
O're Souls more Proud, and Beautys more Divine 
He'd triumph only, that he Raigns in mine, 
orund. 1 have my wiſh ſhe has not learnt the Art, [ «(ide 
To mask her thoughts, 7 ſha!l discloſe her hearr, 
And Madam as you'r bleſt with Youth and Charms, 
And ſoftneſs fit for a young Lovers Arms: 
No doubt you finding Providence fo kind, 
Know for what uſe ſuch Bleſſings are defign'd. 
Does not a filent wiſh, and warm defire 
Te:l you 'tis pitty ſo much Youthſal fire, 
Todiſtant Gazers that approach no nigher, 
Should riſe each Morning, and each Evening fet,: . 
And waſt in giving only light, not heat * 
And fo your yeelding kindneſs do's ordain, 
. 2n11az0 ſhall that Vanquiſh't Empire gain... 
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Alc. Tunderſtand not what deſires you mean, 
I know I have a heart does entertain 
All chat may make him happy, all that may 
In Love's bright Temple ſhine, in meeting Souls look gay, 
Fe All that may make me wiſh —— 
”  Orund, Oh ſhe Stabs me.. [ aſide, 
Alc, You would forgive, 
I only for his ſake deſire to live, 
Orund, Yes you ſhall live 
A minute, and that's all, T 
If I hold out {o long before her fall, ad 
But what return has your affe&ion had - 
Alcind, The belt and kindeſt that Man-kind e'r made. 
He tellsme of arm'd Deities thar fly 
Inviſible betwixe my Lip and Eye, 
Of young wing'd Boys, and felt bur unſcen fire 
” Of lirtle pains which 'gainſt his Reſt conſpire, 
t 


And yet we feel no pains but what we make: | 
And thoſe are pl for their Author's ſake. 
/ And thus with all that our fall joys can raiſe, 
We Gaze and uiſh, Talk, and Sigh whole days. 
But when the Nigat, the Night draws 0n----- 
Orund, What then 2 
Alcind. We part as if we ne'r ſhould meet agen. 
Orund. Revenge thou haſt enough. Fond Girie, how dare 
Youreachat Glory's I defign to wear ? 


But your own breath's your Sentence. Slaves go on. f To the 
Mutes. 


Alcin. Oh Madam, fave my Life-+--» 

Orund. — — Let it be done, 
She cannot dye quick, you kill too ſoon. 

Alc. Hold, Villains, hold 3 low at your FeetI lye. 
Ah Madam, I can Love, but cannot dye. 

orund. No more. 

A lo mmmmmncl ones Firlt hear me. 

Orund. _ Well, what can you ſay * 

Alcind. All juſt Commands for Life 1 will obey. 

Orund, Wi! you Reſign ? 

Alcind. ——Reſfign !----T'le yeeld you ſhall 
Have all 2uitazo's breaſt can grant ye, All 


His 
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His Friendſhip, Gratitude —. 

Orund, And Love 2 

Alcind, — -—— ——Aqnd Love can pay, 
You ſhall his hamble hearts —_— ſway. 
And what no diſobedience can deſtroy, 
You (hall his kindneſs and his ſmiles enjoy. 

Orund. And is this all : 

Alcind. No, you (hall fit and gaze, and at his ſight 
See day in his calm brow, a full cleer light. 
Where bright and gentle Beams, and wanton Darts, 
Shall ſport, and play, and ſteal from eyes to hearts : 
Then you ſhall hear bim ſpeak words ſo refin's, 
Language (o Ravilhing, a ſtyle ſo kind, - 
That in the Raprures ofa Bliſs ſo high, 


You'l doubt which taſts moſt Heav'n, your Face or Eye. 


And after all, you ſhall enjoy theſe Chaims, 

To Love him-----and admire him-----jn my Arms. 
Orund. Your Arms ! Oh Rage ! : 
Alcind. My Arms ! why then you did deſign - | 

Thar he ſhould reſt in any Armes butmine 

Oh no! you ſaid it but to fright me ſure g 

You cannot wiſh him ſo unkind. He Swore 

He'd reſt in none but mine , and thoſe, they ſay, 

Who do their Sacred Vows and Oaths betray, 

Shall meet with Curſes, and black frightful things , 

And horrid fear which perjur'd Boſoms tings. 

But ſince his Vow's performance will remove 

Thoſe ills, and you pretend to ſo much Love : 

Your Love is not ſo mean, nor Cruel ſure, 

To let him ſuffer Ills, which I can Cure. 

Orund.'Tis done, Revenge at laſt has got the day: 

Her Innocence ſhall no more her Death delay. 

Here Kill, Stab, Strangle, any thing—— 
Alcind. Murdrers, come: 

T've vanquiſht fear, and I embrace my Doom. 

Here Villains, Kill, Stab, Strangle , all 

Is for his Love a Sacrifice too (mall. 

Now all the Trophy your high Pride ſhall have, 

Shall be to walk Triumphant o're my Grave, 

I value his leaſt look (o high------ 

That Love and Fear ſhall be no more at ſtrife ; 
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I will not quit a Smile to ſave a Life. 
Here Miniſters of Fate, make haſt ——- 

Orund.—— ———- No, Live. 
I for your Courage do your Crime forgive. 
None but your height of Love has ſav'd your Heac. 
Live, and Love on; for it ſhall ne'c be ſa:d, 
orunda could perform ſo mean a parr, 
To kill a Rival to ſubdue a Heart. 
Vie take a harder, but anobler courſe : 
And _— as the King's Daughter, I by force 
Could make him yeeld 3 tharintreſt Ile refign : 
My Merit, not my Pow'r, ſhall make him mine, 
Ute all your Arts, all your united pow'ts : 
My Love and kindneſs ſhall out-ballance yours, 
No injur'd Lover could fo gen'rous be, 
To ſave a Sentenc'd Rivals Life like me, 
Yer in that _ Cle lay to his proud breaſt, , 
Of my great deeds thy pardon 1s the leaſt. 
Go then and Love him z but acquaint your feet 
With ſuch by-Paths, that we may never meet, 
Take hence that fight. Thoſe Eyes too clearly ſhine, 
And thar,which lights his Boſom, darkens mine, 

Exit AlcinCa. 


Say,Sir, my mercy how do you approve ? 

'Tis for my Honour, and I hope my Love. 

-Quitezo, if he ought that's brave regard, 

This generous Act muſt grateſully reward. 

Lyc. Yes, doubt ir nor, you will not find him rude : 

Nor is he guilty of Ingratitude, 

He will requite your kindneſs and your charms, 
Orun. But when? 
Lyc. This day 
OrU0,—— — Where ? 

Lyc. ——In Alcinda's Arms. 

Her Woman, Madam, is my Confidenez 

And has but now this private Meſſage ſent : 

Ouitazo has anAſgnation made, 

To meet his Miſtreſs in a filent ſhade ; 

The place where the Scene's laid. 


The 
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The Pagode-Grove upon the Sacred Mount, 
Without the Eaſtern gate, and this account 
'Tis brings him there to defie King, Laws, Fate, 
And all that may diſturb their happy State. 
And thus remov'd, her perſon he'l ſecure < 
From danger of an Angry Rival's pow'r. 
Orun, Why was this Curſed News no ſooner told 
Doe's the her Life from my high Bounty hold 2 
Did I permit her Love, nay and command it too £ 
And can ſhe treacherouſly her Love purſue * 
I gave her leave to Conquer but not ſteal. 
Mercy, henceforth the Attribute of Hell, 
Halſt thou betray'd me 2 
Revenge ſhall in thy Room this Seat Supply : 
Alcinda by Orunds's Hand ſhall Dye, 
Tell me Lycungws by what means I may 
My Fury to her Trembling Soul diſplay : 
This Womaa in his Fond Embrace Surprize, 
And tear her Heart before her Lovers Eyes. 
 Lyc. Should your Hand execute a Criminal's Doom, 
'Twould not your Greatneſs nor your Sex become: 
That Juſtice then t'a meaner Hand refign: 
Be yours the Glory, let the Toyl be mine. 
Truſt ittome. 
Orun. — Doe' then, but do it (o, 
I may applaud and envy at the Blow. 
Lyc. Whilſt they fir dallying in a Cloſe Embrace 
T'th Grove an Ambuſh of Arm'd Men Tle place, 
Who from his Arms his amorous Prey ſhall ſnatch, 
And down her Throat a pois'nous Draught diſpatch, 
To ſummon out her Soul to that low'r Shade, 
Where Wrongs of injur'd Majeſty are paid. 
Orun, See inſtantly the Fatal Draught prepar'd ; 
And-rake a Princeſs thanks for a Reward. CO Exit. 
Lyc. Ye Gods of China, if you are ſuch tame 
And inoffenſive things, as our Prie#s frame, 
Whoſe Pious Eares and Eyes and tender Senſe _.-? 
Delights in gought but Good and Innocence: 
Draw back your Sun, and vele your ſelves in night: 
I ſhall AR Deeds, which all weak Eyes will fright. 
F 
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But if the Nature of your God - Heads be 
Couragious, ſavage, feirce and bold like me, 
Heav'n wear no ClouJs, and Gods take a ful! veiw: 
Look and Admire at what my Hand dares coe, [_ Exit, 
Re-enter Orunda, 

Orun, Poyfon'd and 1 not there! Though Modeſty 
T'a Female Hand that Vengeance Co's deny 3 
In a Diſgaiſe Ile meet 'em in the Grove 
. SpeRatour to this Horrid Scene of Love, 
And if the weaker Potion can't ſufhce, 
I will make up the Poyſon from my Eyes, [ Exit, 

Enter Quitazo and Alcinda, 

What angry Murmur do's diſturb y our Mind, 
Toblamea Fate ſo Glotiqus and (o Kind 
Rais'd coan Emp:re, and a Princeſs Arms, 
Beyond the Reach of my more Humble Charms 2 
Whar ſawcy Trouble dares Create your Frown. 
Can Sighs or Sorrow dwell ſo neer a Crown ? 

uit, Do not ſo Cruelly my Misfortunes treat, 
Who owe my Ruine to my being Great. 
Though a King's Heir, and Empure's Favourite, 
I am not brighter for ſuch Rays of Light, 
Im darkned by the Luſtre | have won, 
As Moores are Black by being too near the Sun, 
Bur do not fear that Seat your Power (<cur's, 
His Empire Madam (ha!l not Ruine yours, 
My heart ſhill wear no Chain's, but what you gave, 
Kings may our Bodies not our Souls Enſlave, 

Alcin. Boaſt not that Conſtancy your Soul will keep 
For when 2u#tazo inher Arms ſhall ſleep , 
You nor your Dreams ſo kind will ſcarcely prove, 
Toloofe one Thought on my forgotten Love. 
Though me, por me, you with unkindnels kill, 
Yet my good Wiſhes wait upon you [ti!l, 
And when — -- 
Jn her high Arms I veiw you from a ſar, 
A Priacels Husband, and an Empires Heir : 
Ite Mourn to quit you, but be Proud to ſee 
You Happy, though for ever loſt to me, 
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Duit, Why did you ſuffer me to go, when I 
W:th Tears iinplor'd your leave to [tay and dy - 
Le<t Law and King have done the worſt they cou'd : 
Ic had been juiter rhave expos'd my Blood, | 
Than but the hazard of your Loſs have ſtood. t. 

Alcin, Talk not of Death—the Death of my Dear Lord. 
Oh'tis halfe dying but to hear the Word ! | 
I love your Life ſo well, that, Sir, you know | 
To ſave your Life} 'twas I that bid you go. 

I knew at worſt 'twould a leſs Torture be 

To (ee you live for her than dye for me. 

Befides all Women choole not with one voice. 

She in that number might have miſt my Choice. 

But Oh ! ſhe ſaw you in a Fatal Hour: 

And {ince your Love or Life's not in my Power : | 
Dear Sir chooſe Life z, Do not my Viatime fall. 

Be the and her Crown yours: they mult they thall— 

I beg you'd live, 


Dutt, Ah Madam! and can you 
Command me to be falſe 2 
Alcan, Yes Sir I do, 


Owe her your Life , Live hers, and happy Reign. 
I bid you doe't---as much as &'re I can, 

9Qvit. I:ather will the urmoſt hazard Run, 
Than yield to be by Loyalty undone. 
No, for my Conſtancy this way Ile chooſe, 
This Day he muſt his Empire fave or looſe, 
If Fate,as, ye kind Pow'rs, I hope it will, 
On his juſt cauſe and his great Champion ſmile : 
His Peace recover'd, my Commiſſion dyes. 
And when have no further Services 
T'ob.ige my Country or defend my King , 
Then Conqu'iing Beauty ſhall it's Triumph Sing, 

. Retii'd from Court wee'| co ſome Cell remove, 

And what we looſe in Greatneſs gain in Love. 
But if ( which Heav'n forbid ) he is O'cthrown, 
Then I more Safely may my paſtion own, C 
And ſtand his Anger when his Thunder's gon, 

Alcin, If you prove true ( a Work 1 fear too hard ) 
Your Faith I ſhall admire, and Heav'n Reward. 

F 2 Bue 
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But if the Love, which once to me you gave, 
Muſt in her Kind Embraces find a Grave : 
Ile borrow Life enough on Earth to ſtay, 
Till I have ſeen your Fatal Nuptial Day, 
And at that Minute when the Sacred Rite 

( My title Cancell'd) do's your Hands unite, 
WhatI want Breath to ſpeak, my Looks ſhall tell, 
And take 
Of your departing Love a long Fare-well. 
Then, if my Heart ———— 
Be not quite broke, to your Bed-ſide Ile come, 
And wait on your dead Kindneſs toit's Tomb. 
Then from my Rival T'le this favour win, 
Which both of you may grant without a Sin, 
I will fleep by you,---but ne'r wake agin, 
P I Love ſo well, Ican your Crime forgive: 

| But Love t00 well, that pardon to Our-live, 
But leſt my Ghaſtly Looks, 

When I am dead, ſhould your New Miſtreſs fright, 

And Rob youof one Minute of Delight : 

Ile dreſs my Brow (o gay, I'!z. Death beguile, 

Breath our my Soul, expiring ina Smile. 

9uit, Oh my dear Princels, if my King Decree ; 

I muſt his Son or elſe his Martyr be: 

Iavill my ſelf but not my Love reſign: 

Tle Ser in Glory, where I cannot Shine, 

And Fate ſo Charming—— bur what Bliſs more High 

Iv to live yours, if 'tis ſo great tg dye. [ Exteunt, 
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The Fourth ACT. Scene the Firſt; 


Enter Amavanga «nd Vangona. 


Anev.\N/ Hy has hatd Fate ſo ſtrange a Subje choſe, 
Ta Make rwo Lovers meet like Mortal Foes ? 

{by Zuwmeteus Hand, or he by mine, 

Mut 2n this place our dying Breaths Reſigne, 
h Vang. 
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Vang.. But ſhe, whoſe Hand dares in a Single Fight 
Maintain her Countries and an Empires Right, 
Deſerves the beſt and braveſt of Mankind. 

And though wild Chance him for your Foe deſign'd: 
The Glory of the Deed takes off the Crime : 
Fighting your Lover you beſt merit him. 
Am, Well ſince 'tis paſt Retreat—— 
Ile make this Glorious Tryal of my Love , 
If Amavangea's Arme Victorious prove, 
My King Reveng'd, and China's Peace reſtor'd, 
I'le find this Second Subject for my Sword. \ Points ts 


her heart. 


And if it be his Fate to kill, 11e try 
If after me h'has Love enough to dy: 
Thea to the Skyes together we'l take Flight, 
As Conqu'rours, and be Crown'd with Wreaths of Light, 
Since for our Loves the World no Room has giv'n, 
Dying we will Remove the Scene to Heav'n, 
We'l Shine the brighteſt Pair that Reign Above ; 
No ſuch twin-Stars, as thoſe that dy in Love. 
Enter HO Zungteus, Palexus, ayd Tartars 8x 
one ſide. 
King of China, Quitazo, Licungus, and Guards of Chigeſes 
on the other ſide. 
Amavanga, Vangona, Zungteus, and Palexus with 4raws 
Swords advance into the middle of the Stage. A He- 
rauld with a large Parchment- Roll at the further 
end of the Stage faces the Audience. 
Thein. Tn Preſence of both Armies, Heavn, and you 
1 ſolemnly my former Oat!; Renew : 
That at his Victory, , and our Defeat 
I from your Empire will in Peace Retreat : 
To a!l thoſe Articles contain'd I yield : 
All your Demoliſh't Cirys Vie rebuild. 
King of 2 If in this Fight Fate on our Champion frown, 
China We're Tributaries to the Tartar Crown 
Thein, The next thing is, it lies in your free Choice 
To fight with Seconds, or withour. 
Your Voice 2 


Zun og TY CE 


Are you for Seconds * 
Amavy- 
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Amav.—— Seconds! —are Men erown 

Such Cowards that they dare not dy alore : 
Beaſts fight in heards: and when Men ate fo Rude 
To decide Quarrels by a Mulcitude 

When ſnatch'c at by ſo many Hands, a way 
So Savage , Honor's not a Price, but Prey. 

Palex, But Sir by Cuſtom, and by frieadſhip's Laws, 
We plead a Seconds Right ina FriendsCauſe, 

Am, Such Men true Friendihip never underſtood, 
Who baſely with their own mix their F:iends Blood, 
Seconds! th'Invention of ſome Coward Hand, 

By Cuſtomary Barb'rouſneſs maintain'd 

Which all Heroick Spirits mult diſown, 

Ty ho borrow others Courage doubt their own, 

Decrepit Age may with Brisk Seconds fight, 

And Wink and Conquer, if their Arms hit tight, 

No Sir, I beg yours and theſe Monarchs leave, 

That from our Single Hands they would their Fates receive. 
'#- Zung. Agreed. 

Thein. & King of China, ] Agreed, 

Thein, Draw off, and at the Trumpets found 
Prepare your Entries fiſt, then chooſe your Ground. 

Am, Sir I requeſt your Promiſe, if I fall 


To let him give me Private Funera!. [_ Pointing to Van, 
After the Sound of Trumpets they Fight, and Amavanga 
falls. 


The Tarrars Shout. 

Am. Draw nearer, Sir, and know theſe Cloſing Eyes : 
'Twou's be unkind to dye in a Diſguiſe. 
Empty of Blood my Veins with Love are fii'd , 
I'm Charm'd even by that Courzge 

I -m k:1l'd, 

Zunz. My Amavanea Cead ! and by my Hand ! 
"Oh ! Envious GoZls with f:tal Planer Raton'd 
Oce eli;s Black Day. Could any thing, but Hate 
And Scorne to me, make you Embrace this Fate, 
To Ciuſe your Murder from no Hand bur this? 

Am. Hotd Sir, Caccule now I'm dying is 
A Sound too hatth t'a breaking Lover's Hearr, 
So long a Farewell anc unkiadly Part ! 
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Do not Repine at this Unhappy Blow 

Think what Devotion to my King I owe. 

Nothing but Loyalty and Honow's Laws 

Engag'd me in this Great but Fatal Cauſe. 

Do not Deplore my Fate, it.is a Grace roo High , 

T've loſt an Empire and deſerve to dy. 

My Conſcious Soul do's all my ſtains recounr, 

And bluſh to look on Heav'n, where it would mount. 

But if Heav'os Mercy any Room can ſpare, 

Tolet a Worthleſs Guelt inhabit there , 

My Soul thall bear thy Image to the Sky, 

PF] graſp thee til] Ireach Eternity 3 

And when I'm there, if Love (o far can veiw: 

Look up to me, as | look down to you. [_ ayes, 
Zung. Her Maw Murder do's preſent 

All Horrours, that Diltration can invent, 

Or Tortui's yeild : My ſtagg'ring Frame's il! built 

And takes Convulſions from the Wounds ſhe felr; 
Palex. Reſtrain your Paſſion, Let itne'r be ſaid, 

You plaid the Lover in an Armies Head. 
Zung. Gods! 
Thein, Now by the Juſtice of our ſtronger Cauſe 

You muſt ſubmit t'obey your Conqu'tours Laws, 
K, of China, ] What have ſworn, I never dare &!! back. 
Zung. Then Sir that Oath you ſwore, 'tis I dare break. 

Be ſtill a Monarch — [Tears the Articles 

You ſhall not ſhrink chus tamely from a Throne, 


Norguit one Gemm that ſparkles in a Crown. 
ein, How Tiaytor ! 
£Z 


7. No, I'm China's Mortal Foe: 
But *tisa DebtI tro my Honour owe 
To give him back the forfeirof his Crown, 
And to maintain his and my own Renown, 
Ile ſtake my Life and Soul, and lend my Sword 
To Guard that Throne my bounty has reſtor'd, 
Thein, Great Gods! what black Offences have I done, 
To find ſo great a Traytcr in a Son ? 
The Name of Son he ha's too long polleſt , 
Due your Swords at the bold Rebels Breſt, 


ENNC, 
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Zung. Firſt hear me Sir, and then wy Life Tle yield, ? 
Tomy Diſgrace I haye a Woman kill'd, 
Alc, A Woman ! 
Zung. But it ſhall never ſtain my paſt Renowa 
To ſay I fought with Women for a Crown. 
I ſer ſuch Rate on Kings, though Enemies, 
That though my mounting Pride at Empire flyes: 
Yet my Ambition ha's this Virtue taught, 
.. I ſcorne to wear a Crown ſo cheaply bought. 
Once more then for my Honour and your own 
Chooſe out a Manly Hand to Guard your Throne. 
Chooſe out a Champion from your Armies Head g 
With him once more my former Cauſe Ile plead. | 
| Let our too Swords renew this great debate : ; 
And turn the Scale of Empires by our Fate. 
Quit. Sir, Let my Hand that glorious Cauſe decide, 
King of a Quitazohold z that Suite muſt be deny'd. 
China. 5 No, I have found his Yertue ſo Sublime, 
I dare not truſt my Cauſe a Second time. 
Zungtew ha's a mind ſo God-like, great, 
And Generous, he can no Equal meet. 
| When e'r he fights, unmatch't he has the Odds 3 
Who fights with him makes War againſt the Gods. 
For ſure their Deities muſt rake his ide, 
Whoſe Soul is to their Heav'n ſo near ally'd, 
Ile truſt my Fate ro no more ſingle Hands: 
But baw to what this Conqu'rour Commands, 
Zung. If then you dare not truſt a fingle Sword, 
Be in you Pallace- Walls again ſecur'd, 
The former Truce we made remains this Night: 
And the next Morning's Sun Renews the Fight. 
If through the Camp you foubt in your Retreat 
Your Perſon's ſafety to the City Gate : 
To You | 
I and my Army ſhall this Homage pay, , 
Your Foes to morrow, but your Guards to day. 
King of 4 Brave Conqu'roty en 1 
China, 5 Had you of this Days Fate th*Advantage took, 
You from my Hand had China's Scepter [truck. 


—— 


Bur 
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But they to th/higheſt Pitch of Conqueſt Riſe, 
Who the Reward of Conqueſt can deſpiſe, [ Exit King 
of China attended. 
Thein. Zungtews Deeds, and Glories are above 
The Payment of a King and Fathers Love. 
Icould call back my Youth, and wiſh to be 
Thy Brother only, roa& Deeds like thee, 
Aanent only Tangteus, Palexus, Vangona, who offers ts 
carry off Amavanga, 
Zung. Hold your Rude Hands, — 
And take me with her, #8 | 
Vang. 'Twas our Queen's Laſt Will, ; 
Which you re bound by Promiſe to fulfil, 
Thar if *twere by your Sword her Chance to fall, 
My hand ſhould give her private Funeral, + 
Zung. Spight of my Vow, Tle followher, for him; 
Who commits Murder, Perjury'sno Crime, 
Nor is this all Vle do, for when I have 
Attended my Dead Princeſs ro her Grave, + 
By the ſame Inftrument her Death hasgiv'n, 
I'le ſend my Soul to wait on her to Heay'n, 
But if the Stubborn God's refuſe radmic 
A Profane Murderer into Heav'n's bleſt Seats 
A Baniſh't Ghoſt I'le wander through the Sky, 
And Proclaim them worſe Murderers than I, 
Unknown my Hand did this black Crime commit, 
But they ow knew, and ſaw, and ſuffer'd ir, 
Te follow her thongh all, — [ Enter 4 Tartar; 
Tart. Zungtens Hold. 
Your Kindneſs by your Father is Control'd, 
He for to Morrow's Fight do's now prepare, 
Has call'd a Counſel and expeRs you there. 
You ſtraight to his Pavilion mult retire. 
Zung. My Duty do's againſt my Love conſpire. 
My Father is too Old tounderſtand 
That Force which do's a Lover's thoughts command. 
Fare-well brave Maid z a Grave's too narrow Room ; 
Oh chat I chus might make my Arms thy Tomb ! 
Exit Vangona and her Attendants, carrying out 


Amavanea 
tho G She 
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She gone, my Rage ſwells higher than before, 
"New Love Commands, and Duty Raigns no more : 
Love Calls, and Fathers now mult wait: I'le bez 
Boch Prieſt and Offering, great Saiat, to thee, f Offers to 
fall upon his Sword, 
Palex, Reflect on your Great Deeds, and as Great Birth , 
And think how much it will Ecclipſe your Worth, 
When you give Fame or Envy leave to (ay, 
That Grief a Womans Pafhon had the Pow'r 
To kill a General and a Conquerour, 
WhiPſthis Faint Soul ſhrunk to'th loweſt Ebb of Fear, 
Choſe Death to eaſe the Torment of a Tear, 
Zung. You know 'tis falſe, and the World knows it too, 
Fame to my Deattwill give a name more due , 
A Juſt and Expiating Sacrifice, 
Whenby my Hand my Miſtreſs Murd'cer dyes. 
Pal, T'excule your Crime think how her Fall was wrought ; 
Her Death was her's, and not Zengtews Fault, 
You ſought but Conqueſt of an unknown Foe : 
Bur ſince ſhe did your Love and Perſon know, 
And with that Knowledge with Zungtews fought, 
She for your Murder, noryour-Conqueſt ſought, 
Death juſtly then her Malice doe's conclude, 
As a Reward of het Ingratitude. 
- Zung. How, impious man ! Gods ! do I live to find 
Worſe Monſters rhan'my ſelf amongſt Mankind * 
Unknowa I to her heart a paſlage found : 
Thy profine Breath her Living Fame do's wound, 
Draw then thy Traitor's Sword, as I do miae, 
T wo greater Villains-ne'r could Combat joyn, 
Dear Amavanga, now look.dowa and'lee 
Ms fall for Murder, himfor Blaſohemy, 
Palex. If any thing'within'my Heart you doubr, 
Open my Veins, kind Sir, and let it out. 
{f ought you like not lodge within this Breſt, 
D-ſtroy the 'Sear, that hatbour's chat i] Gueſt, 
Zunz. No: you'veditarm'd wy Rage, and now I find 
Your Love to me'imade'you-ro.her unkind, 
ut ſpeak ſuch wordsno more', Oh'! do not wound 


My trembling Scaſe with ſuch agorher ſound, 
When 


| 
| 
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When next into your Boſome ſome Bleſt thought 
Has Amavangss Glorious Image brought, 
Think nothing of her but what's great, and good, 
Think of her as my Queen, that (et in Blood. 
Your Friend this Juſtice to her Fame implores, 
Do not profane that Saint your Friend adores. 
To ſo much Heav'n your pitty nor your praiſe, -, 
Can never a too Glorious Altar raiſe, 
No Language is too kind, nor ſtile too high, 
To ſpeak the Fame of Beauties, when they dy. 
Emer Theinmingus, 

Thein, With Admiration I've a Witneſs been, 
Of your loud Paſſion for the Vanquiſht Queen. 
Aitoni(h'd Fame ſpeaks high ? 

Zung, — ———To ſpeak more high, 

T lov'd that Queen, andfor her Love muſt dy. 

Thein, —— - 

T caytor ! Is this a Language for my Son 2 
Wher's all the martial Tartr's Greatneis gone * 
Such an Efteminate deſign will ſhame _ 

Thy ſleeping Anceſtors untainted Fame, 

This Action, thy more Maſc'line mothers Ghoſt 
Will Bluſh ar, and diſturbher Crumbling Duſt, 

Zung. Oh my hard Fate! is this a fathers Voice* 

Then. Bid Crowns farewel, Embrace thy humbler Choice, 
Thy poor low ſpirited Defign, to Dy 
Kill'd by a Wound —— given by a Ladies Eye. 

A Death worthy a Soldier, 
Zung. —— Sir NO More. 
Can you place Crimes upon Devations Score ? 
Am 1 the firſt Rais'd Altars to a Face ? 
And Tre none Lovers but the Vile and Baſe * 
Think you Love's Power the Valiant cannot touch 2 

Thein. The Great and Yaliant feel'c, but not roo much. 
None bur a Fool a dang'rous Stranger takes, 

And yields that Seat which his own Tyrant makes, 

Zung, It is alawful Power not Tyranny, 

That Sentences a Criminal to Dy. 


G 2 | 'T was 
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'Twas I that Kil'd her, Sir, and is my Blood 
Tattcne hers a Sacrifice too good * : 
Or is that Juſtice by your hand withſtood 2 

Thein, Thy Death with-held by me 2 No, 'tis a Sin, 
To have that baſe corrupted Blood kept in, 
After the Merit of ſo mean a Thought, 
Oblige the World and me, and let it our. 
And when'tis mixt with duſt, oy thy juſt Fame 
To thy loſt Courage and thy ſlighted Name 
With Pain keep up thy Memory, and fay, 
Thou couldit a Father and a King betray, 
Deſert a juſt Revenge, and Royal Cauſe, 
And break thy Duty, Honour, Natures Laws 
And from a Conqueror turn a Womans ſlave, 
To ſleep witha cold Miſtreſs ina Grave, 

Zung. Muſtall theſe ſtaias be mine 2 No, Loveretreat; 
Duty -and Honour.now ſhal- fill your Seat, 
Love's Power grows weak in -*-» its declining Cauſe, 
From my bar'd Heart the Vanquiſh't Lord with-draws, 
Now ſee your God-like Power, a Fathers Right: 
Try my new modell'd Soul, ſhew me.that Flight, 
I dare not take, that Path I dare not tread, 
Dangers | will not meet, and Glories lead, 
Sound Loud your Trumpets, Wave your Enfigns high, 
Go on, for my new Miſttes, ViRtory, 
Ruine and Blood ſhall all ſoft _— temovey 
{je be as great if, Vengeance as in Love, Exteunt, 


SCENE: the Second, a GROVE, 


Enter Orunda 1» Diſguiſe: 

orun. By the aſſiſtance of this borrow'd ſhape 
i from the Court have made aſafei:icape. 
I hope Zycungus follows my Command, 
And th'Ambuſcade of Muid'rer's are at band, 
This is th'appointed Hour, and this the Grove, 
Alcinda once I bid. thee Live and Love, 
But now to meet him baſely jn Diſguiſe, 
To gain a Victory by a Surprize, 


The Conqueſt of China by t/ 


My Mercy has deſtroy'd, and you ſhall Dy, 
And though I roſomean a Jukice Fly, 

That I co take thy Life thy Poiſoner prove; 
I Kill not halfe ſo poorly, as you Love, 

Enter Quitazo, leading Alcinda in 4 Shepheardeſs's Habit: 
Oh this bleſt Minute, they're already here ! 

Whar Wings has Love ----- when Love's Rewatd is near ? 
Well are they come, Iwill unſeen retire, 

And Laugh to ſee my.ſubtle Train rake F ire, 
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We, when our Jealouliy ha's Rais'd a Storm, Retreats 
Can ſtare on Ruine in the blackeſt Form, within, 
Alc. T've heard our Prieſts relate the wond'rous Loves 


Of Nimphs and Rural Gods in. Woods and Groves 

Made God's by Love, for ever Fair and Young, 

And made-Immortal only to Love long, 

If there Inhabic here ſuch Powers as theſe, 7 

Whoſe gloomy Temples are thoſe ſhady Trees; | 

Sure they'l be kind tous who hither come 

Led by that influence, whence they aſſume 

Their God- heads, 
Wits —— Oh Dear Madam do not ſear 

Their Frowns, the Deities are gentle here, 

They are the Gods of Courts that Lovers ſpight, C 


Such as our Prieſts do paint in forms that fright, 
Fitter to force Devotion than invite: 
But here they are all mild obliging Powers, 
They'l Treat our Loves with favourable Hours. 
They can't doleſs: No Gods or Saints deſign, 
To hurt whit comes a Pilgrim to their ſhrine. 
Alc. But in this Dreſs dol not fond appear, 
Thus to diſguiſe my ſelf ro meet you here 2 
vir, Ohno ; that ſignal favour you have giv'n, 
Shews that yout Kindneſs is *I'y*d to Heay'n. 
For thus in borrow'd Shapes che Gods of old 
In M2<querade did their Love-Parleys hold. 
{a this Diſguiſe you m1y ſecurely Fly 
From a Kings Pow'r 29nd Jealous Prince's Eye, 
Farwel th' Allianceto 2 I hrones for aw 
Love Crowns the Soul, and Houour bat the Brow, 
Exeunt Quitazo and Alcinda, and Re-enter Orund. 
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ornmnd, Am I ſaſpetted that they're gon fo ſoon £ 
But where are all theſe Lazy Poiſoners gone 2 
Perfidions, Villaines , mercenary Slaves, 
Had ye half that Rage, with which your Princeſs Raves, 
You'd uſe more Halt to execute my will z 
They will be gone ere I have Power to Kill, 
Ho! Poyſoners, Rebells, Slaves z Ye Gods be kind, 
And to my Armone Dart of Lightning lend, 
T hat I may Reach her ere ſhe's gone too far, 

Enter 4 Company of Villains. 

1 Yill, Yonder ſhe B — 
— That muſt be ſhe, that Face 
Has Woman in't, Beſides the Gatb and Place 
Confirm it, and "tis now the (afeſt Time : , 
T he Silence of the Place protects the Crime, a7 t9- 


wards hey, 

Orund, Why, Tatrdy Slaves, did you the Deed defe: * 
Or is't the Name of Murder makes you fear * 
Traytors make haſt. 

1 YVill, Well Madam, you ſhall knoyw, 
We are not in the Execution: flow, 

Orund. Let it be quickly done, ere 'tis too late: 
This happy Deed I with Impatience wait, 

1 Fill, If you're in Haſt of Heaven, we ſhould be rude 
And guilty of a ſtrange Ingraticude, 
To ſtay you rather than your Patience wrong, 


Here take that Happineſs, for which you long, [offers hey 
4 Bowl of Poiſon. 


Orun, Heav'ns! 
1/11, Doyou Panſe* Madam, 7 underſtand 
Your Modeſty permits not your own Hand, 
To do that Friendly Offitte z fince you are 
So Critical, we'l eale you of that care, 
0run. Am 1your ſport ? Reels expound this Mask., 
Or is th'abuſe of Majeſty a task-—— 
For (uch Low Slaves * 
1 Fil, Nay, Macam, if we thought 
Your Curious Appetite dil; k'd this Draught, 


We'l 
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We'l find ſome Inſtrument that's more Gentile ;' 

If you 6iſ-reliſh Poyſon, we have Steel, Ff They draw their 

l Daggers. 
Orun, 1am your Princeſs, Murderer's, you'l fin 
That Preſent for 4lcinda was defign'd. 
1 Vil, Yes, and Alcinde (hall this Preſent take. 
Orun-. And am I ſhe 2 Dull Slaves,are you awake * 
1 Vil. We are too well rewarded to miſtake, 

We know Life's (weet, and you ( if we'l believe ) 

Are Prince or Princeſs, any thing to live, 

Orun, Will you not know me ? thenare you thus dreft 

In Earneſt ? 

1 Vil, Why is Foe a Jeſt 2 
Orun, Can your Blind 
1 Fil, You haveno time to Pauſe g 

Madam, your Life's too ſhort t'enquire the Cauſe. 

Orun. Iam your Queen, Rude Savage Villains, hold. 

1 Vil, Madam, we own no Soveraign but Gold, 

or#n. Traytors, ſtand off, help, Murder, Monſters, ſtay. 
1 Vill, We have no Will nor Leaſure to obey. 

If you Reſiſt 
Orun, Tle give you ſuch Rewards, let me but Live — 
1, In vain you Ask whart we want time to give. 
orund, Oh do but hear , by all that's great and gooe, 

1 Vill, No: Prayers are things we never uncerſtood, 
Orun. Oh let me Speak m—— 
1 YVill, -—— You've Spoke your laſt, 

If you'l ſpeak more, firſt Dy, 

Then ſend your Gholt ro make us a Reply, 
orund. Give me the Poyſon: Rather than I will 

Permit ſuch men hands ſhould their Princeſs Kill, 

Vie in my Murder my own Hand Engage, 

'Thus quench my Thirſt of Blood, and end my Rage. 

Drinks the Poyſon, 
The Villains Rin away. 

Ha, arethe Poyſoners gone © Can their Eyes ſhun 

The Hotrour of that Deed their hands have done 7 

Thus they, who ſome high Tow'r have undermin'd, 

The Train once fir'd, and the great Blow defign'd, 
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Fly from — of its ſhaking walls, 
Leſt they ſhould be Cruſh'd with ir, when it Falls, 
The ſubtile Poiſon through'my Veins diſtills, 
It ſers me all on Flames, and burning kills, 
But though my Life does in this Hear expire, 
My Hearts a Martyr to a Nobler Fire, | 
Here in 9#tazg's fancied Armes ſhe Lie- 
Who ſhuts his Image in her Cloſing Ey-5 
Alcinda's Paſhon I in Death Our-vie, 
Who Bleſt but with Imaginary Biifs -25 1+ 
Enter Lycungus with the former Villains, 
2 Vil. See the Works done ; there's 1 Our Communc flld. 
Lyc. 'Tis well---- Oh Curſe ! they have tity Prince A111 q. 
1 Vill, The Princeſs — = Tis a Woman in wipe, 
And 'tis by that Deſcription that ſhe Dies. 
But if you have miſguided us 
And 'tis ſome other Friend that wants a Grav:, 
You need but ſhew me her, 7 am your Slave. 
Lyc. By her raſh Zeal co ſee her Rivall bleed, 
Fate by miſtake ha's her own Death Decreed. 
1 Vil, But what Acquaintance had 7 with that Face, 
To know diſtinions in ſonice a Caſe 2 
Lyc. From her own Mouth could you not underſtand ? 
Did the not bid you hold your Barb'rous hand £ 
Check your fierce Rage, ſhe was the Princeſs * 
1 Vill. True But 
Had you been in her Caſe, if that would do, 
You would have ſaid, you'd been a Princeſs too, 
orun, Oh falſe Zycnngus 
Lycun, I am not Author of this dire mſchance, 
But thoſe dull Villains bruitiſh Ignorance. 
1 Yill, Yes Madam, but your Pardon-I implore: 
You're the firſt Princeſs Iere kill'd before, 
Though murd'ting I have my profeſſion made z 
No Artiſt but may fail once in his Trade. 
A damn'd cull, foolilh ——burt Hang't ter it die: 
Tis 2a miſtake not worth your Memory, 
Lyc. This fatal Chance 
Oru#n, — — No mote; I'm too near Heaven, 
Not to have Mercy now z your Crime's forgiven, 


—  — 
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If you'l but grant this laſt Requeſt, and I 
T' expreſs my Gratitude will ſmiling die. 
Ontazo is not yet far from this place, 
Through this Cloſe Walk his wandring footſteps trace, 
And bring him hither : Could I bleſs my fight 
One Minute more ere 'tis all dark but night, 

Lyc. Madam Ile Find him our, 

orund, But quick, make hafte, 
Ere the laſt Summons of my Death are paſt. 

Enter Quitazo and Alcinda behind the Trees in the 


SCENE. o 
Lyc. Kind Stats, yonder he walks, [ Exit with the Villains, 
Orund, Quitazo Ray, 4 


In thy Lov'd Arms, let but my Soul take Wing, 
And Death and Poiſon then ſhall want their ſting. 
If you'l direct but.one kind Look this way, 

My Gain's in Death my Loſs of Life ſhall pay. 

Enter Lycungus with Quitazo and Alcinda, 
£it. Poiſon'd by ker own Hand, and for my fake ! 
Lys, Yes Sir, by all the Gueſs that I can make. 

Deſpair in Love doe's atno Horrours ſhake. 
Orun, Quitazo, my Quitazo, 
2uit, Madam tell , 
By what Misfortunes ſo much Beauty fell. 
What fatal Reaſon, nay what God durſt ſee 
And ſuffer ſuch a Barb'rous Cruelty ? 
Her fainting Brbadh's retir'd again. ' 
Orun, No, I 
Have Breath enoagh to tell you that I dies 
And though my little beaury wanted power 
To be th” unkind @witazs's Conquerour, 
VVhen Iam Dying be noc Cruel now 
Let me your Heart bat for one hour ſubdue, 
And Dead I ſhall not claim your being true. 
Hers muſt your Love, and hers your pleaſures be, 
But dedicate a Sigh, a Tear, to me. 
Kind Heaven, he weeps Thus happy in the Charms 
Of dying inmy dear @#u#429's Armes z 
My parting Soul, when it does upwards go, 
Shall keep th'impreſſion which it took below, 
H Filed 
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Fill'd with the Bliſs from this ſoft pity given, 
ie by my Joys on Earth make up my Heaven. [ Dies, 
Butt, Unhappy Princeſs, to beſtow a heare 
On one that had none left for theez No part 
Of thy two Prodigal Smiles paid back again! 
Shee that deſerv'd to much, (olitcle win ! 
Thy Fall was Cruel, and my Fate was hard 
To want the Power ſuch Kindneſs to Reward, 
Such Pious Griefs Vie pay thy Sacred Name 
Such Tears, as even thy Rival thall not blame, 
Alc. No, ſhed a thouſand Tears, Dear Sir, You muſt, 
It will indear my Love to ſee you jult, 
You can't enough Deplore her wretched Fate, 
Bow down in Erief and Sink under the Weight 3 
And when you're Drown'd in Sorrow, be the Pain 
And Pleaſure mine, to Raiſe you up again. 
Farewel Dear Princeſs : when ſuch Vertue dies, 
It forces Pity from a Rivalls Eyes. 
You for @nitazo Die, and in that Deed 
My weaker Love and Merit do Exceed, 
As you my Pity, ſo my Envy ſhare. 
When Story both our Paſſions ſhall Compare, 
Fame on your Love muſt ſer the higher Rate, 
As moſt Deſerving, though leſs Fortunate. | 
Lyc. There,ſeize the Poiſoner. I've too long( The Pillai ruſh 
been blind : __ behind the 
Curſe on my Innocence, that I could fiad £4 CS : 
his Cheat no (ſooner Quitazo & Al- 
Quit. Heav'ns! What doT hear ? ( cinda, 
Lyc. The truth, thou art th'Princes Murd'rer, 
© nt. I Traytor ! 
Lyc. Yes, you Traytor, tell me how 
She of t;s Clole and private Meeting knew © 
How came the here, if not ſeduc'd by you ? 
2ut, Miſtaken Devil; I her Murderer ! 
What ever Fate or Planet brought her here, 
| had no Knowlecge of her coming, 
Lyc. No? 
You love Life better, than to ſay you kno, 
No common Project could a General lead, 
A Y Valk fo far out of bis Army's Head. i Vil, 
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1 Yill, 'Tis very well, the Plot was wond'rous fine, 
This cloſe dark Place for ſuch a Black Deſign, 
Lyc. Curſe on falſe Tears. Inhumane Priſoner, cou'd 
Your batb'rous Hand attempt your Princeſs Blood ? 
2»it, No, Monſter, but would Fate my Sword Reſign, 
And free my Arm, I'de make Attempts on thine. | 
Lyc. Alcinds in Diſguiſe an Actor too ! | 
VYhat man would e'r read Murder in that Brow 2 
How ſtrangely Providence our Fates Command ! 
The V Vorlds great Princeſs Falls by ſuch mean Hands, | 
Treaſon and Guile o're Vertue getts the Odds, | 
And yet we mult believe, that there are God's. 
Lntt, Yes, there are Gods, and ſuch as do deſign 
Vengeance and Tortures for fuch Crimes as thine. 
Lycun. See my Commands with care Perform'd, and guard 
This Priſoner to that Dungeon I prepat'd. 
And be his Jaylors with ſt:& Eyes till Night. 
I dare not trult his Perſon to the Light. 
His Sufferings his Army would Enrage, | 
And for his Reſcue th'Alarm'd Camp Engage : \ 
Bur Night will aid what is unſafe by Day. 
The Princeſs Body to the King Convey, 
VVith her this Poyſoner. From his Breath you ſhall 
Receive your Sentence, and together fall 
A Bloody Victim at her Funeral, 
£«uti1, Hold, Cruel Sir, Revoke that harſh Decree. 
I was the Princeſs Murderer, not ſhe. 
Let me meet Tortures for my damn'd Offence, 
But ſpate, Oh ſpare her injur'd Innocence. 
Lyc. He owns the Guilt, Who, but a loving fool, 
VVou'd Damn his own to ſave a womans Soul ? 
Alc, How from that Breath can ſuch ſtrang Words proceed 2 
No, Sir, 'tis falſe, he dutſt not think that Deed. 
I know his Fancy's free from ſuch ill Theames : : 
His thoughts as guilcleſs as an Infants dreames. 
I know his Heart, for fince it lodgeth here, 
It can no Stranger be that dwells ſo near, 
uit, Belcive her not, Fond Woman as ſhe is, 
The poiſon'd Princeſs fell my Sacrifice, 
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Aim all your Juſtice and Revenge at meg 
But let her Youth and pity'd Vertue be, 
As from my Guilt, {o from my Sentence free. 
Luc, Fond Lover as you are, to ſave her head, 
Your Kindneſs not her Innocence Coes plead, 
The Adtts of Lovers ho!d together ſtill, 
As Stars are in Conjun&ion-good or ill, 
©wit VVhat could her hand « Heaven in her ſex ne'r by!!: 
So weak a Frame to lodge ſuch weighty Guilt, 
What Crimes has ſhe to expiate £ what ſtayn 2 
Unleſs her Love to me, to me perfidious Man, 
Who wanted Eyes and Eats to be ker Guard 
Againſt thy Rage. 
Lyc, Her Death's too long defert'd, 
Away with them, 
.2uit. Hold. 
1 Yill, Go, 
#it Take her not hence, 
Your black Comiſſion ſurely may diſpence 
This Charity to Martyr'd Innocence, 
T'allow one Minute ere to Death we go. 
Vill, Aye Sir, ASif I had nothing elſe todo 
A man of Buſineſs and Concern's like mine, 
Should ſtay to hear two blud'ring Lovers whine, 
Away. 
. Quit, Hold Barb'rous Dogg : When thy damn'd Soul, 
Shall in juſt Hells Eternal Torments how], 
In Vengeance may thy greateſt Suffetings be, 
To want that Pity thou deny'ſt co me. | 
1 Vil, Ate you ſo Brisk * Hence take her from his ſight,” 
You and your Bug-bear Hell, you ſee, can't fright. 
Vengeance, and Hell, and Devils Cid you ſay £ 
nit, Oh! noSirs grant her but one Minutes ſtay, 
And Ile Recall that Word : bleſs but our Eyes 
With one kind parting Look before (ſhe Dyes: 
And when our Souls thall Meet above, we'l pay 
You Back this favour : To the Gods we'l ſay 
Such kind things of you, ſpeak your praiſe ſo high, 
Ty! all your Murders, Treaſons, Villany, 


Till, 
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Til all, were they a thouſand more, by Heaven 
For this one pious Act ſhall be forgiven, 
1. Vil, Well, for ſo Short a ſtay I will be wonn : 
Go, fool away a Minute, and have done The Villains 
? Uut'em looſe. 
Quit. Farewell,moſt Tnjur'd of thy Sex, farewell. 
\When Shriecks of Screech Owls, or ſome fiend from Hell 
| Shall ro my Eares thy Savage Murder tel! : 
Oh the fierce Horrors which muſt Seize my Soul : 
When all thig ſweetneſs Dies, theſe Soft fires cool, | 
Theſe Roſes wither, and that charming breath 
Stopt and untun'd by the harſh Hand of Death, 
Shall all delight, a!l Harmony give ore ! 
When thoſe Fair Eyes,trake and givel:ghtnomore 3 
Then,Oh ! then what harſh doom's ordain'd for me - 
Yet in that Plague this comfort I foreſee , | 
Qvitazo's deſtiny ſhall follow thiae, 
I :00 ſhall ſet that hour you ceaſe to ſhine. 
Alcin, To make Death lighter yer, expe&toſee 
Half 6f the well- come burden Borne by me. 
W hen Death takes you, Ile follow my dear Lord ; 
With open Armes I le ruth upon the Sword, 
Though it in Tortures comes, fates power defy , 
On Conſtancy and me look Back, and Dy. 
Exit, forced ont by Villains. 
wit, Others on Heaven in their Misfortunes call, 
T*ask pardon for their Sins that Cauſe their fall : 
But when my fortune a juſt Lover bears, 
The Gods ſhould ask his pardon, not he their's : 
For 'tis a ſtain to their Erernall State 
To Order ſuch a Beauty ſuch a Fate [" Exeunt 
Enter King of China, 4nd Lycungus, 
Kine of >» My Daughter poiſon'd for Alcinda's ke ! 
China. SF Could deſperare Love this Barbarous progreſs 
But ſince, kind Sir, you have diſclos'd the fa, (take © 
And Seiz'd the Savage Poyſoners inthe At - 
See the Diſguis'd Alctnda be ſecur'd ; 
Her diſtiny ſhall be a while defer'd , 
Then Pablickly ler Falſe 2»itazo be 
Proclaim'd a T raitour to the State and me, 
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And in his Room to ypu my worthy Friend 

I the whole Charge of China's power Commend, 

When thus Degraded all his fame's expir'd, 

His Sword rebated,and his power retir'd, 

Let him be brought tome 3 Then for this fa&t 

Theſe Lovers ſhall be both cogether rackec, 

Then, Dear 0r#nda, from thy Heav'n look down, 

And ſee that Vengeance which attends my frown, [Exit 
Lyc. A Sawcy Murmur does my peace moleſt, 

And Greatneſs preach to my uncaſiy breſt, 

Why am I not already great? my hand Cpoints to his 

Bears this, and I an army do Command, Sword. 

True; But we rarely our own greatnels Spy, 

When we ſee greater than our (clves Stand by, 

At that damp thought my greatneſs Hangs her wing 

I am a General, but not a King. 

But how are we leſs than Kings ? 

Or, Whence can they more Senſe of Glory feel : 

There's Brightneſs in a Crown, but Edge in Steel. 

Theſe Can Raiſe Majeſty, Or pluck it down, 

Swords have Securer titles than a Crown, 

But though we Souldiers through the World ſtrike Awe; 

We make Obedience, but Kings give it Law, 

And all the Trophies of a Conquering Sword 

Do but build Temples, where their Name's ador'd, 

Mea dread the Voice of Thunder, but admire, 

And Reverence the Gods that lend it fire. 

Well, whether an Arm'd hand or a Crown'd Head 

Be beſt or worſt, if my deſigns ſucceed, 

I will aſpire to both , To eaſe my doubr, 

Wear Sword and Crown, and find the difference out. 

'Tis he puts Reaſon tothe Sureſt Teſt, 

W ho tryes,20d not diſputes,which is the belt, [ Exit 
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The Fifth ACT. Scene the Camp. 


Enter Lungteus attended, Vangona #n Diſgn/e. 


Zungtew, 


Ly! 7 Hat! do I Liveto hear, /my Father Dead 

By a Gangrene from a Poilon'd Arrows head £ 

Vang, Call itnot Death, when Monatchs leave mankind, 
But a Tranſl:tion t'an Immortal Throne : 
All of him that was King in you is left behind, 
And all of him that's God, to its proper ſeat is gon, 

Zung. In Heaven, great Saint, Oblige thy mourning Son , 
My Amavangda's Conſtellation find, 
('Tis eaſy found, for 'ctis the brighteſt there, ) 
And Repreſent to her enlightned mind / 
The Torment of a Lover in Deſpair. | 
Tell her from me, when her you meet above, 
That 'cis my Piety Controles my Love. 
Thou badſt me quit Love's Race to follow Fame, 
And, dread Sir, even in Death thy Power the ſame, 
Thee gon, I'le pay my Duty to thy Name. 
Revenge by a double Ty direas my hand : 
Thy Blood calls louder, now than thy Command, 

Enter Palexus and Quitazo, Quitazo kneels ts Zungteus.. 

Palex, Sir, the Degraded Chineſs General 
Do's at your Feet an Humble Suppliant fall, 

Zune. Riſe Worthy Sir, you are my Friend : Diſttefs 
Do's not make Diſtance greater, or Worthleſs, 
Your depreſit Virtue ſuch ſtrong Bonds has ty'd , 
Thou can'ſt not ask that thing ſhall be deny'd : 
T'oblige deſert's, my Study and my Pride, 

Quit, That God-like Mercy baniſheth Deſpair : 
Now I dare ſpeak, when you are pleas'd to hear: 
And Pardon'd Sinncis make the Boldeſt Prayers. 
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] have a Miſtreſs Sir. 
Zung. And (o had I, [ aſide. 
'Till this Curſt Hand, —— 
Bvit, Bur Fate and Cruelty 
Have fo Conſpit'd. 
Zung, She's injar'd, is ſhe not ? 
2wt.* Yes Royal Sir, by one too that has gor 
Pow'r to perform, what his Wild Rage decrees. 
Zung. And you want Arms to right her Injuries ? 
2utz. Your Goodneſs has with Heav'n this Vertne ſhar'd, 
To know my Wants before my Prayers are hear'd, 
Zung Call all your own, what e'r Love can implore: 
Divide thy Sorrows, and command my Pow's. 
A Nobler Cauſe cannot my Sword oblige : 
Is it a Townor Kingdome you'd beltege : 
Say, Sir, Is this fair Sufferer 
Immur'd in City-Walls, Tow'rs, Mountains ? Speak 
And let my Thunder the Vaſt Gordian break, 
Nuit, Sir, T'expreſs my Gratirude, take this true 
Deſcription of a Soul, that bows to you. 
I was your Enemy, and ſhould be ſtill, 
Had I a King r'obey, or Foes to kill, 
But now you're Chzza's Friend z your Sword employ'd 
Againlt that Power, which has a King deſtroy'd, 
My Princeſs and Love's Sufferings plead alike: 
In their Cauſe at th'Ulſarpers Heart I'd ſtrike. 
A Miſtreſs and a Soveraign's Cauſe I'd Right : 
Under your Banners, I beg leave to Fight. 
The Grant of this Reauelt, Grear Sir, will be 
As kind in you, as it isjuſt in me, 
For though my Sword aims at my Countrie's blood, 
I make bur th'ill Veins bleed, to ſave the Good. 
Zunz, Share halſe my Pow'r, take me your Rival coo, 
I owe as much of Vengeance there, as you. 
Then in Revenge let's try, which ſhall pay moſt, 
Thou toa King and Love, Fto a Fathers Ghoſt. 
Valiant I know you, Juſt I'm ſure you'l prove, 
I ne'r doubt Honour, where I meet with Love. 
Vang. Which way ſoe'r Fame calls your Conqu':ing (word, 
Let your poor Slave attend his honour'd Lord : 


Be 
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Be near you when you Fight, with greedy Eye 
Graſp your great Conqueſts,ſee your Enemies Dy, 
Admire your Arm: and though I can't repay 
This Grace, Ican Adore you more than they, 
W ho have more Worth to pay the mighty Debt, 
The Poor are as Religious as the Grear, 
Zang. Yes,kind unknown, thou ſhal'r : but whence proceeds 
This Zeal « Ist Love or Envy of my Deeds ? 
Thou, like my Genias, haunt'ſt me where I go, 
Admireſt my Victories, and ſhar'ſt'em roo. 
Kind Boy, there's ſomething in thy forward Zeal, 
Say's thou art more than what thy Looks reveal. 
I muſt find out from whence theſe Wonders ſpring, 
Draw back the Curtain, and Oblige this King, [ Exeunt Van- 
gona, making «4 low Obeyſance. 


SCENE the Second: The PALLACE 


A Table and Chaires ſet out, wich Pen, Ink, and (\ 
Paper. 
Enter King of China, and Legozun, 

King. Lycungus King ! 
Ye High Eternal Pow'rs, if you've Decreed, 
My Crown muſt flouriſh on a Traytors Head 
Whil'it true forgotten Majeſty lies Dead : 
If ſuch loud Crimes muſt Rule the World, lay by 
Thoſe ſparkling GemsFthat do adorne the Sky. 
Govern your Heav'n, as you Earth's Empire ſway : 
No Stars adorne your Night, no Sun the Day. 
Spangled with Bloody Comets may the Ayr 
All hung with Black, the Garb of Horrour wear. 
Your Heav'n, and you more Night, more Darkneſs need, 
To be the fit Speatours of this Deed. 

Leg. Ar once your Sword and Scepter he engroſt , 
By that unhappy Bounty you are loſt. [ Shout within, 
They only for his Coronation ſtay z 
And in theſe Shouts dotheir new Homage pay. 

King. I ſhould not meet my Fate wich ſo much Scorn, 
To ſee my Crown by an Uſurper worn 3 


I Could 
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Could I in Glory ſer, and dy a King, 

But wail'it Ihear my Treach'rons SubjeRs Sing 
A Rebel's Triumphs, and wich Toy; Applauſe, 
And ecchoing Shouts defend a Traytor's Cauſe, 
The Homage gone, the Name of King retires , 
My Majeſty before my Life Expires. 

Leg. Hence 'tis your Sabjects, do ſo loud appear z 
Some by Rewatd are led, and ſome by Fear. 
He by ſuch Arts, do's his great Ends purſue 
Acts both the Patron, and the Tyrant too, 

Since firſt he did th'Imperial Title gain, 
Eight Chief Taymineian Princes he has Slain, 


He call'd a Councel for ſome ſtrange pretended Cauſe, 


Of Sixteen Thouſand Students of our Laws. 
Who being met, he to the School ſet Fire, 
And made 'em on one Funeral Pile Expire, 
And this was all he for that Deed could ſay, 
Learning ſhould light the World, and (o did the;,, 
King, This Maflacre all Chronicle exceeds, 
Leg. This is not half of his Inhumane Deeds, 
He, to oblig? the Common Multitude, 
Confer's all Honours on Ignoble Blood, 
King. There, there I'm loſt. 
When high Blood floats, and th'2dvanc'd Rable treads 
On Ruin'd Greatneſs, and their Nobles Heads : 
Then Uſarpation ſeems Divine 
And in the Crowds of Ptoſelytes it draws 
Wants neicher Prayers, nor Swords, to aid its Cauſe. - 
Yer there's one Glorious Guard againſt all ill, 
Will prove you Princes, me a Monarch till, 
We'l ſhew that we have Souls too Great and Proud, 
Tofee a Royal Robe a Traitor's Shroud, | 
Though this Falſe Rebel has diſtutb'd our Pezce, 
Our Swords ſhall from his Pow'r our Lives Releaſe. ' 
Our Sou!s together in orie Trayn ſhall fly , 
We'l Sally our, and take Eternity, 
Leg. A Nobler Courſe you cannot undertake, 
Than in your Death your SanQtuary make, 
Nor can I better ſpeak my Loyalty, 
Than when my King Commands t'obey and dy, 


King. 
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Xing. But I in Heav'n, ſhall ſmall Contentment find, 
If I my Deireft Treaſures leave behind , 
My Wives to be the ObjeQs of his Luſt, 
No Sex ſhould to a Tyrant's Mercy truſt, 
Go then Legozvy, tell 'em my Deſign: 
Tell 'em, I begg they in my Fate would joyn : 
But work their Falls, as you would pity mine. 
* Speak to'em gently of their Deaths: expreſs 
None of the Pain, but all the Happineſs, 
Talk not of Bleeding in too Harſh a tone : 
Invite 'em torake Wounds, .but give'ems none, | 
And when you have the Vanquiſh'd Field poſleſt, 
Say 'tis their dying Soveraign's laſt Requeſt, 
That for his ſake, who once thatCrown did wear, 
In whole bright Glory they once bore a thare, 
Thar for his fake they'd Die-to meet above, 
There to Confirm new'Atticles.of Love. [ Exit Legozun. 
I know they'rs Loyal, and 'tis Juſt we ſhou'd, 
Who ſhar'd 1a Pleaſures, now unite in Blood, 
Enter 4 ſecond Prince. (\ 
2 Prince. Oh Sir, prepare your Ears for ſuch a ſound, 
Would make a Furyſtartle, and Confound 
The fierceſt Foe of Heaveny a.Doom which Fate, 
[ Trembles co give, as I muſtro relate. . 
1-come to ſpeak things, which I durſt not give 
A Name, it Iintended co Ounr-live 
The ſpeaking it. WLOSS! 
King. What is this wondrous thing £ 
2 Prin, 'T is, Royal Sir,the'Murderof a King, 
Lycungus in a Fierce and wanton Rage 
Will in your Murder his own Hand Engage, 
And is already here to ſee ir done. 
King. Is not depoſing of -a King alone 
Enough without the Wading in his Blood 2 
Men may Renounce Religion, and a God 
But few fo Impious to thae-Fury (well, 
To Raze thoſe 'Temples,/where they ſcorn to Kneel, 
2 Prin, And to appear more Inſolent and High, 


He calls his Blocdy Treaſon Chatity. 
1 2 Tg 
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To eaſe you of your Life after your Power, 
And Cur the Stalk, now he ha's os the Flower, 
Ac ſuch unknown outragious Blaſphemy 
I'm all Aſtoniſhmear, 
King. So am not I. 
Where's the ſurprize © Is Impudence a thing, 
To be admir'd in him that Kills a King * 
Go on, W hat ſaid he more * 
2 Prin, All this hee'l do, 
If your Fear does not Rob him of che Blow, 

K:27.Nay, now I've heard tooLoud a Blaſphemy. 
Dares he think Fear can make a Monarch Die? 
T'aſlert my Fame, T'le Live, and (hew the Effects 
Of that hi h Courage his low Soul ſuſpects, 

In Blood he ſhall my righted Honour read : 
Tle brave thoſe Numbers, which protec his Head, 
= or Bhs ſell thac mr cannot ſave, 

nd Fighting, Cut m age to my Grave. 
My cla So ny Recal, - 

And bid my Queens Live to bghold my Fall. 
Enter Legozun, 

Lee. Hold Sir, This Vain Reprieve will come too late : 
See there the Ruins of your Caking States 

The Scene opens, and is diſcovered a Number of Murdred 

Women, jw with Daggers in their Byeaſls, ſome thruſt 
through with Swords, ſome flrang led, and others Poyſon'd 3 
with [everal other Forms of Death, 
When firſt your Queens your deſign'd Death had heard; 
Their Pity in all Garbs of Grief appear'd, 
But when they heard your Summons, how they all 
Invited were accompany your Fall , 
A Guſt of Courage check'c their Female Fears,” 
Harden'd their Pity, and Congeal'd their Tears ; 
And then they boldly cryed; ThoughTreaſon bring 
Thy Fate, and make thee Leſſer than a King, 
We'l make thee Greater than a God : We may 
To Common God-heads Common Victims pay. 
We'l offer Greater Sacrifice to thee , 
A Throne and Palace ſhall chy Altars be : 
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And w? thy Offerings. Here take a Flood, 
Great Prince, of thy own Deareſt Royal Blood. 
Then their own Murder each bold hand performs, © 
Embracing Death in all thoſe Various Forms. 
King. Honour forbids, that we on Earth ſhould ſtay, 
Whea thus a Female Trayn has led the way. 
In Deathabore their Sex they have a Courage ſhown z 
And ſhall We be leſs Manly in our own 2 
No, we will cy : but leſt a Trayto's T ongue, 
By unjuſt Stains our Memory may wrong ; 
T his from a King Ile let him underſtand 
I icorn'd, nor fear'd co fall by a Traitot's Hand, 
Stabs himſelf in the Left Arm, Sits down, and writes 
inthe Blood, 
In this I'le write the Cauſes of our Death g 
And to Zungtews China's Crown bequeath. 
And that his Arm LZycungws may defeat, 
T hat he may ſafely Riſe into my Seat, 
T'affiſt him I''e Conjure the Higher Pow'rs, 
And chooſe the Gods for my Executors, 
To ſee the true Performance of my Wll, 
And by his Arm my Juſt Revenge fulfill. 
Leg. Nobly Reſolv'd. A Monarch ſhould beſtow 
His Empire rather on a Forreign Foe, 
Than on a Traytor. Treaſon has more Guilr, 
Than ail the Blood, that's by Invaſion ſpilt. 
Ulurpers baſely do a Throne Aſſail : 
Invaders win the Crowns Uſurpers ſteal, 
King. This, as my Laſt Memorial, I will leave, 
W hich th'abus'd World may fully undeceive : 
And ſhew, en whatjuſt ſcore theſe Strokes are given, C They 
Which thus convey our Enlarg'd Souls to Heaven, J al! fak. 
Which of the Gods ſoe'r thou art, whoſe Ears on their 
Devored are to Dying Monarch's Prayers, Swords. 
Grant in my Second Reign I may Enjoy 
Such ſecure Peace, as Treaſon can't deſtroy, 
And to my Soul ſuch Entertainment ſhew, 
As may expreſs what I have been below. [Dy Omues, 


Enter 
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Enter Lycungus attended. 
Lyc. By a Voluntary Death my ArmRepell'd ! 
I but pronounc'd the Doom, and my Breath Kill'd, 
See there the Trophies of a Mighty Name: 
My Lightning blaſted ere my Thunder came, 
What's here © his Laſt Memorial writ in Blood ! 
His Empire on the Tartar King beſtow'd ! Flings down 
A Prety Legacy, Sth, Paper, 
King, now you are gone to Heaven were as you, 
I'd be bequeathing Conſtellations too, 
No, King, they who of Crowns Poſleſſion give, 
To ſeal thoſe Deeds, muſt ask their Tenants leave, 
Atten, But in their Deaths their Courage they declare, 
Lyc. So are all Cowards Valiant in Deſpair, 
No3 China's Crown has 'till my Reign been worn 
By L:zy Kings, with Female Spirits born 
Guarded by Eunuch's, bred in-Palaces, 
Nurtur'd in Luſts, the Progeny of-Peace : 
Bur now's the time, Fate grants the High Command 
Of this Great Empire to a Martial Hand, 
And to confirm my Intereſt with Heaven, 
The Gods to my Juſt Cauſe ſucceſs have given. 
T!'Old Tartar's Dead, and the Proud Boy (hall ſee, 
The Father's Fate is the Son's Deſtiny. 
Enter Three Soldiers, forcing in the Chief Villain Lycungus 
his Confident. 
7 Sold, Sir, I have ſeiz'd this Villain: From his Hand 
Releas'd Qnitazg has his Freedom gain'd, 
And for Protection to the Tartey fled, 
Reſolves to lead their Army gainft your Head, 
Vil. A\l that this Fool would fay's, I've cook Bribes twice: 
He bought his-Life, and he out-bid your price, 
For Gold *twas I berray'd him, and for Gold 
I have Releas'd him. 
Lyc. 15 the Slave fo bold, 
To Triumph in that Crime his Liſe malt coſt ! 
Fil, 1 ſcorn my Life, becauſe I know 'tis loſt, 
Zyc. K:i)] him. 
F1l. Death I expe, and *cis my due : 
Were your Caſe mine, I ſo betray's by you, ; 
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I'd cut your Throat for half ſo much, 
adn. y—— I know 
No Faulc, but wanting Wir, avoid the blow. 
Lyc. Hence with him, and let out his forfeit Blood, 
Vil, This comes of Villains, when they'l needs be good, 
@nitazo's Reſcu2 was the firlt good Deed 
I er Committed, and Fate has Decreed 
It ſhould be th'laſt, Curſe on my Vertue, Well, 
Could I my doom this fatal hour Repel, 
I'd take more care , and th'angry Fates defy, 
For ere being dam'n'd ny 4 by Honeſty, [ Exit evard:d 
. Enfty a Meſſenger, 
Meſs. A party of ſome deſperate Taytays led 
By Prince 9u:taz0 fighting in their Head, 
Advance this way. | 
Lyc. Let him come on. Thoſe Empires happy are, 
Whoſe Monarchs dare defend the Crowns they wear, 
After a ſound of Trumpets, Enter Quit2zo and Tartars, 
wit, Now, Monſter, to your Tortur'd Soul recall 
Thy proud Ambition, and this Empires fall : 
And with theſe Thoughts to thy remembrance bring 
My Raviſh'd Miſtreſs, and thy Murder'd King, 
Spight of thy Treaſons heaven ha's had'this care, 
To ſave me for thy Executioner. 
Thou from my hand thale thus much honour'd be, 
Both co be Kill'd, and to be Damn'd, by me, 
Lyc. You by your Puniſhment ſhall underſtand, 
Kings are not Conquer'd by ſo mean a hand, 
They fight with Quitazo's Party z after a hot diſpute, Quit1z0 
is ſurounded and is taken priſoner. 


Lyc. Purſue the fight, Compleat my Victory: $ 
Quitatzo's Veins have Blood enough for me, C 


Now Ile Requite your kindneſs as I ought , 
See the Diſguis'd Alcinda hither brought. 
uit. ThoughIam by your Numbers Over-borne, 
Yet in your Chains your Pow'r and Pridel ſcorne, 
Mean Coward, I am by Treachery O'rethrown: 
You gain'd your Conquelt, as you did your Crowa, 
Lyc. 1 never, Sir, receiv'd ſuch Language yer, 
But made that} reath his laſt that Utrer'd it, 
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«it, Rebel, My Courage is not taught ſoill, 
ButI date dy as bacly as you kill, 
The only fault I in my death can find 
Is, that my Shorten'd Armleaves thee behind, 
Lyc. Do not Repine at dying without me. 
Enter Alcinda guarded. 
See there, You ſhall have better Company. 
Quzrt, Alcinda ! 
Lyc. Yes, this favour ſhall be given, 
To introduce you, wheu you dy, to Heaven. 
I'ie be (@ kind to let her Soul mount firſt : 


With your drawn Swords let her Soft breaſt be pierc'd 5 


Then — 

Qazr. Szvage Infidel, can you believe, 
That there are Gods, and (ſuch a ſentence give 7 

Lyc. I will find out a Nobler Death for thee. 
Thou with thy Miſtreſs Blood ſhalt poiſon'd be, 
When you Alcinda's Sentence have diſparch'd, 
Of her hot Blood let a ſull draught be Catch'd , 
Then ler that Bloody drench (mixt with the worſt 
Of Poyſons) down this Traytor's Throat be forc'd. 
Then whilſt the Poy ſon's Tortures do begin, 
And on his burning Eatralls feed within, 
His flz(h without from his rack'd body tear, 
And every wound with burning Irons Sear, 

Quiz, Search all che Regiſters of Hell, and find 
Ten thouſand tortures more, and Crueller : 
And Let them all be for my Death defign's 
Spare but her life, and let my blood ſave het. 

Lyc. Fond fool,to Save her life in vain you ftr.ve, 
Your Treaſon Murders her, 

9 vit, Lether bur Live z 
Vie call you kind, Ile call you any thing g 
My Friend, my Patron, nay, and more, my King. 

Lyc. No more, ſhe Dyes. 

Qozr:, How can I expiate 
This Crime, that with my own pull down thy fate - 


Alc. No, ſhould you Dye without me, you would force 


Cur long-united Souls to a divorſe. 
W hen you, my Happ.ne(s,on Earth are gone, 
'T would be a Pamill;meht co Live atone: 


nu. wee 
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Accept my Thanks, great Sir, that you've Decreed 
Alcinda (hall with her $u:tazo Bleed : 
Make halte then, and be Courteous in the Deed. 
Since your Eyes only the rough wounds have ſeen 
Of fighting men in Wars and Barrels ſlain, 
My ſofter Veins may better pleaſe your Eye : 
A Virgins Blood will be a Novelty. 
Lic. Make haſt, the Execution moves too flow, 
2uit, May Heaven Revenge what want Arms to do: 
And when juſt Fate thy Murder ſhall decree, 
May'ſt thou meer Executioners like Thee, 
Lyc. Make haſt, ſhew your Allegeance by your Speed, 
Qsit. Muſt I then tamely ſee my Miſtris Bleed ? [Gets looſe 
from the Guards, but is ſeiz'd again. 
Enter a Meſlenger. 
AMeſſ. Sir, Your ſcatter'd Farces fly. 
A Party by Quitazo's friendſhip made, 
Have to the Tartar, Pequsn's Gates betray'd : 
And great Zangtews ſuch Succeſs has found, 
That he wants nothing now but being Crown'd. 
Lyc. And had Quitazo in this deed a patt * 
Thus Ple Revenge my Wrongs upon thy heatr. 
Thus Traytor Bnter Lungreus aud Solaters, 
Zung. Traytor, thy own Life defend, 
'Tis here my Conqueſts-and thy Crimes I'le end. 
What ObjeQ's this? ſhall I the Glory have, 
That in thy Death Iſhall Quitazs ſave * 
Thy Vengeance aim'd too at a womans heart ! 
Thov, whoſe Vile hand dares A& fo mean a part, 
Ulurper, know thou haſt as little Claim, 
T'a Souldier's, as thou haſt ro a Monarch's name, 
Lyc. My ſinking Throne ſhall be this day rebuilt, 
When by my hand I have Chaltis'd chy Guile, 
And though my Royalty ha's weakly ſtood : 
I will new Scarlets wear dy'd in thy blood. 
They fieht, and Lycungus #5 Kiltd. After ſeveral ſhows, 
and Lycungus Party being beat off, the Soldiers Cry, 
Long live Lungteus Emperonr of China, 
Zung. Now I 2m great indeed : 'tis more Renown, 
To ſave a Friend, than 'cis to win a Crown, 
K at, 
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Quit, Above my Thanks, for my own ſaferydue, 
Zungteus has the Gods his Debtors too. 
The greateſt Ornament which Heaven ere gave 


The World, with mine, this Ladyes Life you fave. 


Zung, My Arm ig War more Nobly could not ſhine, 
But that hand ſav'd his Miſtriſs, murder'd mine, | fie. 
But I forget : Honour's my Province 4 ſay, 
How goes the work of this Triumphant day 2 
Pal. All your Oppoſers hopes bue weakly ſtood, 
And now are drown'd in their loſt Leaders blood, 
Joy's only active now:: all Arms layd down, 
You're abſolutely Lord of China's Crown. 
Zang. Enough: ſo. Father, now thou art Obey'd. 
I've Ggnaliz'd my: Hand, and Crown'd my Head, 
T have done all Glory calls Great or Good : 
Perform'd thy Funeral Obſequies in Blood, 
And now I've all, that Greatnefs, Vicory,) 
And Crowns can give me: Love, I'm fie for thee. 
I Fought, Obey'd, and Conquer'd, and ſurviv'd 
My Miſtreſs Murder : and *ewas jult I liv'd , 
For to have Dyed great Saint leſs than a King, 
Had been to Thee too mean an Offering, 
But all Love's wants my. Vitozies compleat : 
Thus perfe& made,look down from thy bright Sear, 
And ſee a Love ripe for thy Altars grown, 
Who for thy Love reſigns both Life and Crown; ("Offers to 
ſtab bimſelf, is laid by Vangona. 
Vang. Hold your fierce Hand, and your fond Rage lay by z 
Zung. latrudiag Boy. 
Fang. No Monarch, Sir, muſt dy, 
When1 can buy his Life. 
2uit, Great Sir, forbear. 
L aug. Look, Royal Sir, fee your Life's Ranſom there. 
Enter Amavanga. 
Zung. Ha ! has ſome Godturn'd Thief, and ſtole that Face *- 
If ſuch you are, and are come here to grace 
A Lover's Funeral ; You.can'e Converſe 
With Mankind ina brighter Form than hers, 
No, 'tis her ſelf; no Image I embrace: 
There are no Copies of lo fair a Face. 
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My Amavang | 

Amav, Yes, — 

She whom your hand amongſt the Stars had plac'd y 

Had not th'High Powers thought Heaven would be diſgrac'd 
By a Gueſt ſo mean, then as my Juſter due, 

They chang'd my Doom, and let me live for you. 

Zung. To ſee your LifeReſtor'd—Oh ! let me know, 
To what God you this ReſurreQion ow. 

Am. T'a God thatſmil'd on Love, When by your Hand I 
My Soul Poſſeſſion kept, though my Senſe fied. (bled, 
My Wounds by care, and-your kind Influence cur'd, 

Iamto Life, to Health, to Love reſtor'd. 

Zung. My Raviſh'd Senſe 'twixt Wonder and Delight 
Feels roo impetuous Joys, and Rays too bright, 

Am. Now Modeſtly, I may proclaim my Pride, 

To ſay, I have your Love and Honour try'd : 
And without bluſhing own their Conquering Pow'ts: 
Accept a Heart by Fate and Juſtice your's, 

Zung. Nor ſhall our Loves be Fortunare alone: 
Be yours bleſt too, yours is the Tartar Crown, [To Quit- 
Your Milder Preſence will auſpicious be, 

And Civilize my Rougher Tartary, 
And whil't the Chinans pay Allegeance here: 
I'le Teach their ſofter Natures Arms and War. 

Am. Nor think Ilov'd you leſs, becauſe I held 

A Sword againſt your Life ; I was Compell'd, 

And Snar'd by Glory to that Fatal Fight : 

But not to have wrong'd Love by Honout's Right : 
] was Reſolv'd, if I had Conquer'd you, 

Not t'have Out-liv'd your Fall, 

Zune. To a Loveſo true 

The Chinan T hrone pay's Homage at your Feer. . 
Now lor our Nuptial Charms, where I ſhall meet 
A Greater Scene of Bliſs, Glories more Gay 

Than Triumph, and 2 Coronation Day. 


( Extunt Omnes.: 


FINIS, 
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